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Dutcheſs of { Northumberland. 


„ 


T has been a pride akin to 
the writers of every age to in- 
= ſcribe their productions to per- 
fois of high rank and fortune, ſo 
that when I prefix Your Grace's 
name to this Dedication, I am juſti- 
fied in my preſumption, as far, at 
leaſt, as precedent can excuſe it. : 
— Aud yet what can I ſay to Your 
Grace upon the preſent occaſion 
that the public has not already pre- 
vented me in? The glory wg Your 
| anceſtors ; Your liberality, which 
even equals the extent of Your poſ- 
ſeſſions ; Your magnificence among 


the rich; Your condeſcenfion to the 
humble; 


DEDICATION. 


humble; are very bad topics for a. 
poet, as they have neither novelty. 
nor fiction to recommend them. 

It is not, therefore, ſo much to 
praiſe Your Grace that I now ad- 
dreſs You ; as to let the public ſee, 
that while they have freed me from 
the mean neceſlity of flattering 
worthleſs grandeur, I am capable 
of feeling, and acknowledging real 
greatneſs, when I ſubſcribe . 


; M AD AM, 7 
Vour Gnack's 
Moſt obedient, and 


Moſt humble Servant, 


Tuz AUTHOR. 


| O thoſe who find fault with an 
- Opera, merely for being ſuch, - it 
will be in vain to fay any thing in defence 
of this ; indeed the abſurdity attach'd to the 
| muſical: Drama is ſo glaring, that there 
ſeems no great penetration neceſſary to diſ- 
cover it; and conſequently any one who 
will cry out ſing-ſong or tweedle-dee, is 
capable of turning it into ridicule. Yet it 
ſhould be conſidered, that its abſurdity, 
groſs as it is, conſtitutes, in a great meaſure, 
its power of pleaſing; and however pre- 
poſterous it may appear for people to carry. 
on their moſt ſerious affairs in a ſong, we 
find the mind accommodate itſelf to 155 
| | | ort 


i E 
ſort of illuſions on the Theatre, with ſo 
miich eaſe, that it is little better than im- 
pertinence and pedantry to n into 


their propriety. 


But I am afraid it is not only againſt 
thoſe who find fault with Operas in general, 
that I ſhall at preſent have to defend my- 
ſelf; I make no doubt many will. find 
ſtrange fault with this poor Opera, in par- 
ticular : the admirers of lords and ladies, 
and fine fentiments will, probably, quarrel 
witt it for being LOW; but my ag 5 
vour has been, thro' the whole, | 
make my audience laugh ; and — 
reſpectfully we may confider illuſtrious 
perſonages, I will venture to ſay they are 
the laſt company into which any one would 
think of going in order to be merry. With 
id to what is called fetitiment, it is not 
becauſe I diflike it in its place that I Have 
neglected. it; for becauſe there was any 
t difficulty to ſuceced in the purſuit; 
could have got together, not only all the 
thoral, but all the cardinal virtues, and 
Half an hotir's reading in the Oeconomy of 
Human Life, would have enabled me to 
ring the changes on them through my three 
— but I have deferred this to a better 
rtunity. 
he mußc of this Skeet is altoſt totally 
comic, and generally characteriſtie; 1 
Would therefore adviſe thoſe of my audi- 
| 80 
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tors, who do not taſte it at the firſt hearing, 
to give it a ſecond, nay a third or a fourth; 
and after that, ſhould they never deſire to 
hear it again, I can only tell them they 
happen to diſlike what has been repeatedly 
approved, by all the polite nations of 
Europe. = DE 
The ſongs are not offered as poetical ones, 
for moſt of them have had the diſadvantage 
of being written to their ſeveral airs, in 
which I was always confin'd to a particular 
meaſure, often to a word, and not unfre- 
quently to a letter : indeed, though I may 
have employed very little wit and humour 
in the conſtruction of this piece; labour 
and time it has coſt me a great deal. If any 
one ſhould be maliciouſly inclined to apply 
the hackney'd quotation of the Mountain's 
in labour, and brings forth a Mouſe; 
let it be remembered, that I do not want 
to paſs my Moufe for a Lion; I give 
it for What it is, a little ſqueaking thing, 
that has been produced with greater pains 
than it ſeems to require; certainly with 
more mme... 
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_ Miſs La Blond, Mrs. Thompſon. 


PDRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Old Cockney, Mr. Gibſon. 

| Young Cockney, Mr. Dian. 
Barnacle, | Mr. Dunſtall. 
Spruce, ve © I Mr. Mattocks. ] 
Sight, Mr. Du-Bellamy. 
Wage, „ Mr. Shuter. 


YOMEN 


Priſcilla, 1 Mrs. Mattocks. 


Penelope, | MNliſs Brickler. 
Miſs Molly Cockney, : Mrs. Green. 


A Black Girl, and other Attendants. 
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SCENE, LONDON. 


- _ 


AK. 


Love in the City. 
1 * 1 1. 4 CEN E I. 


A gracer's ſhop with a compring-houſe to which there is 

an aſcent by two or three ſieps; there is alſo a glaſs 
door with red curtains, which opens to a back parlour. 

When the curtain riſes, YoUNG COCKNEY is diſco- 

ver' d in the compting-houſe writing, and two or three 
men behind a counter weighing tea, ſugar and other 
things, which different people come in to buy. On the 
right hand nearer the front are PRISCILLA and 
PENELOPE ; one ſeated, and holding a ſkain of fil, 
while the other wi nds it of on a ball. 


c HO. FT ATL ! London, noble eft mart on earth, 
Unrival'd fill in commerce reign;  : 
Fhence riches, honours, arts, have birth, 
And induſiry ne er tolls i in vain. 


DUET. V dile to thy An 
Both worlds reſort, 
Their e e fo unlade ; ; 


| Net more renown'd, . 
Thy name is found, — 
By conqueſt than by trade. 


Y. Cack. Come, . pray, ladies, g ſomewhere elſe 
with your work ; is not there your parlour for 
but you muſt bring your litter into the ſhop ?. flow | 
do you think cuſtomers can come — while you take = 
up the place this way ? | ; | | 
B Pen. 


Cconceited, ill- natured 


got in che plantations- 


2 LOVE IN THE CITY: 
7 I wiſh, brother, you would let us alone. 


5 _ Ay! mind your figs, and your raiſins, and 
| r 


own ſugar, and let us alone, do—— Now, 
iſs Penny, if Fowl go in for your work-baſket, we 


will take out the canvals and begin the flowers im- 


mediately. 

T. Cacl. Come, Miſs Prifly, get of that 100 
I want to put it behind the counter. 

Priſ. There, take your ſtool, you naſty, ug] Ys 


Y. Cack Look now, did you ever ſee any thing ſo 


unmannerly ? Miſs Priſſy, I wonder you are not 


aſhamed of yourſelf; but this is the breeding you 


our blackamoors But are not got amon 
va blackamoors now Miſe. 4 N 

Pen. Upon my word, I wiſh you wou' d never come 
together ; you are always Fohtin and ſquabling. 

T. Cock. Then why does ſhe * ſuch tricks? 
Priſ. Then why do you come r me? I neither 
love you nor like you, nor never fhall ; I have told 
you ſo a hundred times. 

Pen. I ſwear one wm” think you were huſband 


and wife already. 


Priſ. T his wife I a as lief marry the 
brick-duft man; I ſhould not like to be call'd Mrs. 
Cockney. 

Y. Cock, Why, Mrs. Cockney is as good a name as 


Miſs. Tomboy, I believe But that's not as you 


ſe— That's as my uncle Barnacle pleaſes; 
and I can tell you, for your comfort, he will be in 
town to-day; and ſee what he l ſay to you about the 
boarding-ſchool. | 
122.0 I don't care for him, nor you, nor the board- 
-ſchool neither. 
Cock. By J ove there's a rod i in n for you. 


| 5 


; You know you was 'turned , 
out of Hackney boarding-ſchool for beating the go- 
verneſs I believe you think you have got among 


A COMIC OPERA. 3 
Priſ. I tell you what, mafter Watty, if you fay 
much more, I'll throw fomething at you. 
Pen. Nay, nay, kiſs and friends. 

P Priſ. I won't.kiſs him would ſpit in his face 

. | | 

Pen. Prythee ! Priythee ! EW WD 
Priſ. I will not, Miſs Penny; he never lets me 
alone: but I'll tell his papa of him; and, ®if he is 
not well thump'd for his impudence, I won't ſtay in 
the houſe. —-_ | | | 

Y. Cock. Look here again now Well, its all over 

then; I won't ſay any more—See how ſhe frowns 
Lord there's no fuch thing as jeſting with you— 1 
was not in earneſt——I was not, upon my honour 
and credit. 5 


Come, Mifs Priſſy, deal ſincerely, 
Faith and troth I love you dearly 
: Nba! nay never look fo querely 
But at once let's kiſs and friends. 


For the future, we'll endeavour 

To deſerve euch other's favour. 7 
Zooks, fhake hands ; why now that's clever, 

And here all our quarrel ends, | 


— > COT — 


needle where are you going now? 
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S.C-E N-E . 


PRISCILLA who fits down to work, while fhe ſings ; 


4 Negro Girl; and PENELO P 5 who goes out, and re- 
turns after the atr ts ended. 


13. Quaſheba 1 Quaſheba ! bring down my cat- : 
Why don't you make haſte ? See how ſhe lets 


It fall: take it up again Here threadle my 
G behind | 


my back. 


— — 


Ye maidens all come [| gen to to my ditty, « 
And ponder well the words which IT ſhall fay; 
A damſel once there dwelt in London city, | 
Wheſe tender heart a young man IN — 


Her guardian, . would fain have had her. marry 
A grocer's prentice living in Cheapf, _ 5 Ws 
But he with her his point could never carry ; 

ed ſooner than conſent ſhe would have dy'd. 


T 2 maidens by this damſel Jake a, p 
And never fickle nor falſe-hearted prove, 
Nor let old falks on your affections trample - 
For what s the * compar d to one's true love? 


Pen. J obſerve you are always ſinging that ſong— 
Pr'ythee where could you pick up ſuch Huff! ? 1 
ſeems to * a great favourite of yours, 


— 


"3 J: 


Prif. 


A COMIC OPERA: - 5 
Priſ. Why ſo it is for what do you thin 
I made it myſelf ; I did upon my 
Pen. Oh, fie! don't ſwear. _ | | 
Priſ. Lord you are mighty precize—Quaſheba, get 
gut, I want to talk with Miſs Penny a!one—or ſtay, 
come back, I will ſpeak before her But if ever I 
hear, huſſy, that you mention a word of what I am 
going to ſay to any one elſe in the houſe, I will have 
you horſe-whipp'd till there is not a bit of fleſh left on 
your bones. | | 1 * 
Pen. Oh, poor creature b 
Priſ. Pha, - what is ſhe but a Neger? If ſhe was 
at home at our plantations, ſhe would find the dif- 
ference ; we make no account of them there at all: 
if I had a fancy for one of their ſkins I ſhould not. 
think much of taking it. 7 
Pen. I ſuppoſe then you imagine they have no feeling? 
Priſ. Oh! we never conſider that there—But I 
ſay, Miſs Penny, I have a ſecret to tell you—l hate 
your brother worſe than poiſon ; I know your uncle 
Barnacle has a mind to marry me to him ; but-if my 
father left him my guardian, and I am ſent to Eng- 
land for my education, I don't ſee any right he has to 
chuſe me a huſband. 7 | 
_ And pray what is it you diſlike in my bro- 
1 | F 
Priſ. Why I don't know; I don't like him at all, 
he has nothing gay or agreeable. in him: beſides you 
know he will be but a grocer, and why ſhould 1 
marry a tradeſman, when I can have a gentleman ? 
Pen, Can you? „ ES 
Priſ. Ves, faith, can I; and one of the ſweeteſt, 
_ prettieſt gentlemen” you ever ſet your eyes on: quite: 
another thing from your brother, with a nice bag, 
and ſword.—l1 dare ſwear the lace of his coat alone 
would burn to a matter of three or four guineas. 
Pen. And, pray, what is this gentleman ? | 
Priſ. You ſaw him once, Don't you remember 
the young captain that came into Miſs La Blond's 
ſhop the other day when you were buying your pom- 
I : padour 


- 


6 LOVE IN THE CITY: 
padorr and green ribbons ; and I aſked you if you did 
not + him a handſome man, and you faid you 
did ? 2 1 IE 

Pen. | believe I remember ſomething of it. 

Prif. Well, I got acquainted with him there; and 
now the whole thing is ſettled between us, and we are 
to be married immediately. TW” 

Pen. This is a ſecret indeed. _ 

Prif. Ay, and I can tell you a ſecret about you too— 
You are to be married to a lord—— Your papa and 
your couſin Molly have fixed it | 

Pen. You don't fay ſo! 

- Prif. It's true indeed; with fome very great lord, 
your couſin Molly has got 'acquainted with at the 
other end of the town; but ſhall I tell you now, who 
1 hate as bad as your brother? I hate your couſin 
Molly Cockney, with her conceit and her hoarſe 
voice——She's always at me——< Mifs hold up 
your head—Mifs, that is not polite—Miſs, don't lol- 
bop.” —1 cod, laſt Sunday, if we had not been in church, 
would have hit her a ſlap in the face. 5 
Pen. Well, but, my dear, how are you to ma 
this gentleman ? You don't deſign to run away wi 
him: N | 
Priſ. No, I don't; I have written a letter to him 
to let him know my guardian will be in town to day; 
and I have deſired him to come here, and propoſe for 
* | 

Pen. J am ſure my uncle will not conſent. 

Priſ. Why then 1 will run away with him—T don't 
think; if he was to ſtand with his arms open to re- 
ceive me, but what I could leap out of the two pair 
of ſtairs window, without being hurt the leaft bit— 
Beſides—I would not marry your brother on another 
account—T here is poor Miſs La Blond, the Milliner 
over the way ; he has been courting her a matter 
of a twelve month, and, tho' ſhe's come of French 
diftration, there is not à more friendlier girl this day 


. | Pon. 


— 
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Pen. Well, once more, I ſay, take care of my 
ele. 

Prif. Miſs Penny, it does not ſignify talking to 
me; I am neither in leading-ftrings, nor hanging- 
fleeves ; and I don't want him to leave me pop thing, 


and why ſhould not I pleaſe myidt ; ? 


Perhaps be may take it in . 3 
Lo let him—the peeviſh curmudgeon— 
gad if you mind me, 
£ flout you ſhail find me, 
.- fs * is bluff. 


The captain has won my heart, 
And who ſhall my bumour thwart ? 
1 like him, and love bim; 
And ſince I approve him, 
Ii have him and that's enough. 


Tu fick when I think of your brother 
And, was there on earth neer anather, 


He ſhould nat my mind ſubdue ; 
To wed him they may ferce me, 
But then hell ſcon divorce me, 


Ear faith be ſhall ſing cuckces. EO = 


SCENE 
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PENELOPE, SPRUCE. 


Pen. Spruce ! Spruce |! 
Spruce. Is the coaſt clear ? 


# 


Ben. There is nobody in the way but our friend 


Richard : nay do not ſtop to talk with me here, but 


lay hold of the opportunity: ſomebody will come into 


the ſhop and catch you. 1 5 
1 Has your father been ſent for yet to the 
coffee-houſe? ö 99 5 


Pen. He is there now, I believe. About a quarter | 


of an hour ago, a footman came to tell him that a 
gentleman wanted to ſpeak to him at the Rainbow : he 


wore a flaming livery, and ſaid his maſter was an 


officer. | | 


Spruce. Juſt ſo lt is certainly my friend Wag: 


But why does my dear Penelope look fo 


him 


grave? Do you think your father would conſent to 


your marrying a 2 mercer, juſt ſet up in buſineſs, 
ſhould I go to aſk 
not convinced that he has for ſome time entertain'd 
views of a very different nature for you?? | 
Pen. To marry me to a lord Dear Spruce it puts 
me out of patience when I think of it—Yet the very 
follies of parents ſhould be reſpected by their children. 
Spruce. Well, my dear, and I want you not to, be 
an agent in this affair; I only deſire that you would be 
paſive——You know I was ſo conſcious of your de- 
licacy in this point, that I was twice introduced to 
our couſin Molly, under the mock title of a viſcount ; 
and had even been at her lodgings before I ventured 
%%... 
Pen. Ay—my couſin Molly —it is ſhe, indeed, 
that has been chiefly inſtrumental in encouraging my 
father in thoſe nonſenſical notions About ten years 
ago, ſhe got a legacy of ſix thouſand pounds, with 
which ſhe removed into Weſtminſter, and ever ſince 
| that has been making herſelf ridiculous 


| Spruce. 


T long to ſee how the rogue's a eee become 


him ?—On the contrary, are you 


74. 
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Spruce. Hum !—She has ſometimes the misfortune 
to be taken for a man in woman's cloaths - But I aſ- 
ſure you ſhe keeps company with people of diſtinction. 

Pen, Poh! poh! I know very well what ſort of 
people of diſtinction ſhe keeps company with—For 
inſtance, now, will you make me believe that a lady, 
very delicate in her conduct, not to ſay principles, 
would have ſuffered you to come to her houſe under a 
fictitious character ge Fe i CN 

Spruce. Why, my dear it's in vain to deny that 

our couſin Molly is generally laughed at ; and, to 
be ſure, the lady who did me the honour to preſent me 


to her, 


loves her jeſt better than her friend, as moſt 


fine ladies do. * | | 
Pen. Well, Spruce, I ſhall only repeat what 1 


haue ſaid to you on this ſubject already 
welcome to follow your own inventions; but I ſo- 
lemnly declare and proteſt, I will not give you any aid 
or affiſtance. | | 


You are 


Spruce. My dear there is no more to be ſaid—My 


friend is now with your father to deſire permiſſion for 
me to ſpend this evening with you———None of the 
ivQfamily are acquainted - with me Farewell, my 
Penelope —and, when you ſee me next, I deſire you 
| 2 prepare to treat me with the reſpect due to my 
quality. | | | | | 


Indulgent pow'rs, i ever 
You mark'd a tender vow, 
O bend in kind compaſſion, 
And hear a lover now : 


For titles, wealth, and honours, 

 #Hhile others crowd your ſhrine ; 

J aſk this only bleſſing, 
Let her I love be mine. 


6 
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SCENE Iv. 
PENELOPE. gt | 


What am TI doing here? I am half afraid to aſk my- 
felf the queſtion—bLittle did I think this would be 
the conſequence of an accidental meeting at Hamp- 
ſtead aſſembly O, prudence ! prudence ! why did 


you not come to my aſſiſtance Why, ſays pru- 


dence, I did come, and brought reaſon along with me; 
but you would liſten to neither of us—Ay, but ſays 
I, you came too late, you ſhould not have ſuffered 
any one to ſpeak before you——T had been lif'ning to 
a young man, and he had made ſuch work with 
my eyes, my ears, my heart—that when you came 


with your documents, I was incapable of liſtening to 


any thing. 


Tell me, cruel Cupid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſi befell me, 
in a moment ſo to quell me? 5 
He but woo'd and I was won; 


Fury hind expreſſion charm'd me, 

Ev ry tender look alarm'd me, 

Ev'ry gentle ſigh diſarm'd me 
Till I lev'd but him alone. © 


Let me then, on love relying, 
Male a merit of complying, 
For, his heppineſs denying, 

I. alas] refuſe my own. 


SCENE 


Az : 
1 483 
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5 SR 7 

Changes ts a view of Cornhill from the Poultry. On 
the right a gracer's ſbop, with COCKNEY, Grocer, 
puer the door. On the left, a milliner's, with LA 


1 Box p, Ailliner, in golden letters. 


Orp Cock x RV enters with WA GG. 


Old Cock. This, Colonel, 1 my habitation 3 but, 
no doubt, you have often heard of the old original 


4M golden ſugar loaf, a ſhop of ſixty years ſtanding, 
= and as famous, I believe, as any within a mile of 
X Temple-Bar.; I could have five hundred pounds good- 
2 will for my houie if I was to quit to-morrow, Sir; 
 *X and ] have no occaſion for buſineſs. No, bleſſed be 
Providence, I have enough and enough: and, if 
©} after his lordſhip is married to my daughter, he 
_ © ſhould have any objection to my remaining in trade 


Wagg. Why, Mr. Cockney, I ſhall deal ingenuouſly 


with you: his lordſhip has had ſome loſſes at play, 
which makes a ſum of money neceſſary to him; and it 
was that firſt inclin'd him to think of your alliance — 


For, as he ſaid to me, death and fire, my dear Co- 
lonel, ſhall a man of my quality, for the paltry con- 
ſideration of a few thouſands, mix his blood with the 


W puddle of a ſhop-keeper ; a retailer of figs and ſugar- 


candy; a fellow that, in ſelling a pennyworth of 
' Spaniſh liquorice, will cheat the buyer out of three 
farthings? _ | 

O. Cock, No, upon the word of a Chriſtian, I 
never did. | | 4 | 

Wagg. Sol told him, Sir; I faid I was ſure you 
would not be guilty of ſuch a thing for any conſide- 
ration, However, between ourfelves Maſter Cock- 
ney, you ſhopkeepers are damn'd apt——you under- 


C 2 O. Cab. 
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O0. Cock. Ah! Colonel, you are a comical man 


Richard, is my daughter at home ?—My daughter, 
colonel, is as ſmart a girl as ever you laid your eyes 
upon—T have given her the beſt of educations—French, 
alaſic—Iir Thrum, our organift, ſays, upon the 


; ſpinet he never ſaw her fellow—And ſhe has had a 


dancing-maſter, as I may ſay, ever ſince ſhe was the 
height of a ſugar-loaf. TR W 
Hagg. You have a ſon, too; have not you, Mr. 


Cockney? 


O. Cock. Yes, Sir, and as fine a youth, I believe, 
as any in the city of London—You ſhall fee him 
Watty, child, come hither. There he is, Colonel— 
Why don't you make a bow to the gentleman ? 
. Cockney. I hope you're pretty well Sir. 
Magg. A very fine yauth, indeed, and has a charm- 
ing head of hair—I think, Mr. Cockney, he is ſome- 
thing like you. 2 1 nel | 
O Cock. You are pleaſed to fay ſo, Sir—Go, child, 


go in to your buſineſs—T hat is one of the moſt ſuppri- 
zingeſt lads, Colonel, you was ever acquainted with 


He has a Genus for every thing—I ſent him to St. 
Paul's-School, where he read Virgil's Ovid, Propria 


Quæ Maribus—Syntax, and all the grand authors— 


but I was gþliged to take him from his learning on 
account of an uncle—an odd man 2 brother of 


my late wife's He formerly kept this ſhop, but is 


now gone into the coal buſineſs, from whom there 


are conſiderable expectations Not that I want, for 
I have enough and enough-———but the boy's in- 


tereſt - 


A COMIC OPERA 13 


SCENE VI. 


Orp Cock NE Y, WA, and Miſs Mo LV Cock- 
ev, who enters in a ſedan chair with à footbey 
before her. = © IE 5 


Miſs. M. Chairman, chairman I ſay, where are 
you going ? Is there not a hall-door ? Do you want 
to bring me thro' the ſhop? = „ 

O. Cock, Od's my life, but this is Jlucky—As I am 
an honeſt man, here's my kinſwoman—Couſin Molly, 
come out, pray come out—Here's a gentleman whom 
I am ſure you'll be proud to pay your reſpects to. 
Miß, M. Chairman, open the door 'proteſt I 
am quite aſhamed of ong: Brough the ſhop this 
way And you, you little blockhead, have not I told 
vou an hundred times — N | 
O0. Cock, Well, well, no matter; he will take 
more care for the future What do you think—here's 
a meſſenger from his Lordſhip. . | 
Miß. M. What! from Lord Banter? "LT I 
O. Cock. Ay! no leſs a man than a Colonel in the 
army, to let us know, we ſhal] have his . honour's 
company this evening to drink a diſh of tea. 
Miß. M. Stand out of the way—Colonel—T have 
not the honour of being perſonally acquainted with 
you; but, as a friend of Lord Banter's, I take the li- 
— to recommend myſelf to a participation of your. 
good graces 8 nr Yeh 7 
' Wagg. Firſt, madam, give me leave to ſalute 
20u A fine woman, Mr. Cockney — Damn me, 
# love a fn wenn. 8 . 
 DMifs. M. Sir, you are very polite I. am vaſtly 
Hbliged to you, prodigiouſly obliged to yau, indeed. 
O. Cock. Do you know, Colonel, that it is all 
owing to my kinſwoman here that I am likely to have 
his lordſhip for a ſon-in-law? To be ſure I might 
have done very well for my girl in the city—l had 
my choice of a cheeſemonger, in Pig-ſtreet ; or a 


glaſs: grinder, in Gutter-lane. | 
— 2 , VEE SIE : 
5 1 5 Miſs M. 
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** 5 M4. But as ſoon as my couſin told me he could 
give is daughter twenty thouſand pounds Colonel ; 
marry her to a lord ſays I; ſuch things offer for tho 
city every day. 

agg. Offer, ma'am ! why I myſelf have had A 
commiſſion ſince laſt New-market meeting to look 
out for a couple of Eaſt-India director's daughters 

If you knew of ſuch = thing, there is an earl and « 

viſcount ready—and I would even give a premium. 

_ Miſs M. Couſin Nic have you preſented the Co- 
lonel to my coufin Penelope? 

O. Cock, No, I vow to man, not yet. : 

_ Wagg. It is needleſs, Mr. Cockney : if your 

daughter bears any reſemblance to your , 
ſhe can be little leſs than angelic. 

Miß. M4. Do you think 10, Colonel? I am be- 
bolden to you for your compliment howſoever If you 
will excuſe me a few minutes, I will go and inform 

my young relation of the viſit the is to receive this , 
evening. 

O. Cat. I hope, Colonel, we ſhall ſee you too at 
the ſame time; and I beg you would continue to 
talk to bis — 225 no doubt he is ſerious 2 
this affair. 


Wage Here, Brandevin, Order vp my cating 


Sir, by every means Ae 
J. Hall prove > truſiy agent; 
How the Idrot ehuckling Handy 
And, ſiuset ma am, your m en ; _ 

H umbly thus I kiſs your hands, | 


Mr. Cockney meant his on. 
To bamboozle, pretty miſs 1 5 
FT ſome little know f fwrdfhid, . 

And, obſerve wy oor 's at this, 


4 
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 ACOMIC OPERA _ ng 


SCENE VIE. ͤ 


OLD Cockntey, Vou N Cockwney, BAR- 
| „ MACKE,.” 


BE Cockney. Ola! Papa! here's-my uncle Barnacle. | 
O. Cock. Odſo, is he! Brother, you ate welcome to 
town ſon Walter, run in and deſire your uncle's 


chamber to be got ready directly. 


Barn. Stay, hold young man — Who de yon W | 


Y. Cock. Why, don't you know me, uncle ? | 
O. Cock. Ay—don't you know Watt, my fon 
Barn. Why, this is not your ſon Walter? 
I. Cock. Yes, but I am, upon my honour, uncle. 
Barn. Upon your honour firrah . And who told 
you, you had any honour ? What has a ſhopkeeper to 
do with honour ?—T knew you were; always a con- 
ceited, idle young raſcal—but who taught you to 
ſwear, and gave you vellum button-holes—and put all 
that flower and ſuet on your head ? „ 
T. Cock. O lord, uncle, don't ſpoil my hair. 
O0. Cock. Don't brother, don't he's going among 
young ladies. N 3 : 

Barn. He's going headlong to deſtruction — but you 
had better not provoke me, Nic Cockney, you had 
better not provoke me!] deſire he may take off that 
coat and waiſtcoat directly. | | | 
O. Cock. Well well, he ſhall—don't be in a paſ- 
ſion— ſtep in child and take off your things. 

Y. Cock. La! papa! upon my honour= - 

Barn. Again—Bring his every day cloaths and his 
fuſtian ſleeves into the ſhop there—I will have him 
ſtrip before my face! | LE 

O. Cack. Go, child, do as your uncle bids you. 

Barn. Upon his honour indeed Why, Nic, I 
hear you are going to ſet up your coach, and marry 


» 


your daughter to I don't know who—Trades-people 


are out of their ſenſes now a days; no ſooner are 
they a little above the world, but they muſt have 
| | = a town- 
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town-houſe, country-houſe, laced cloaths every 
night. running to junketting gardens, and play- 
houſes—and, in a year or two, there is eighteen- 
pence in the pound for their creditors. "ak 

Y. Cock. Well, now, uncle? | 

Barn. Ay—now you are ſomething like—but why 
a rufled ſhirt? I never wore a ruffled ſhirt, but on a 
ſunday—and, come here—what's that I ſee at your 
knees—a pair of paſte buckles—Why, Sirrah, you 
muſt rob the till, or go upon the road for all this — 
Give them me out —1 will have them and now let 
his frippery be ſold at Rag-Fair; I ſhould like to ſee 
it ſwinging under an-old-cloaths man's penthouſe. ' 
F. Cock. Pray, uncle, give me my buckles, 
Barn. I will not, firrah——and look at yonder * 
door—how can you expect to have cuſtomers, while 
ou keep your place in ſuch a condition When 
was prentice, the firſt thing I did every morn- 
ing, was to ſcrape and water the door—Here, have 

ou never a ſhovel in the houſe ?!m—Give him a 

z1ovel—T here, firrah, go to work; and, when 1 
come out again, let me ſee the ſteps clean enough to 
dine upon. e 5 | 

5 Dou fly old aſt, 
| To come to this paſs : 


| At fifty your follies begin you © 


Art mad, or in drink ? 
For my part, I think, _ - 
The devil himſelf has got in you. 
Go ſtick to your ſhop, 


Aud ſbew yourſelf handy and willing : 


Or elſe, do you ſee, 
T ake this much from me 
Tl cut you both off with a ſhilling. 


aw. 


SCENE 


A COMIC.OPERA 1 
. SCENE VIII. 
Young CocKkNEr. 


2 Cock, 1 won't ſcrape the door, I with I may be 
burned if I do—Here, Richard, pou the ſhovel to 
the porter, and let him do i. To ſet one out in ſuch 
a condition before every body But I will get my 
coat and waſtcoat again, and put it on in Site of 
him—My father expects he will leave us ſomething in 
Nis will, and ſo he bears with him; but he thall not. 
make a fool of me, I can tell him that. | 


F plague con found the furly old c. 


Alway s & teazing one out of one's life, 
I wiſh he would never come here for a e 


He brings nothing wit him but 9 and . : 


What ger you do or ay, | | | 
Muſt be, forſeath, is Way © ph 
Harping h 

And carping 

Might and day. 


Contrary to yo, 
Say yes, he cries no; 
And when in a Paſſion, 
T his flill is the faſhion, 


'Tis only a word and a blo. 


bh -D —. $CEN#- 


ao 4 


—— — — — — * 
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Changes to the infide of CockNnEy's Hop. PEN E- 
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LOPE enters before Miſs La BLON D, who carries 
a band-box, as taking her leave. 


Pen. Now, my dear, you will not fail to let me 
have thoſe things in a couple of hours, for we expect 


our company early in the evening And pr'ythee let 


us ſee you ſometimes Where was you on Sunday? 
e were in expectation all day that you would have 
ſtep'd over to us. ning ihe 8 
La Blond. And, upon my word, ſo J intended 
but in the morning I went to the gallery at St. 
James's to ſee the court go to chapel, for we were 


_ obliged to get a pattern of one of her majeſty's 


caps, for Mrs. Ifcariot, a Jew gentlewoman, that 
lives upon Fiſh ftreet-hill—In the evening, Enſign 
Scald, of the Middlefex militia, took ſiſter Sukey and 


I to the Dog and Duck, and coming home we call'd 


for a little fun in at the Quaker's-meeting. 

Pen. But pray, my dear, let me aſk you—ls there 
"me ſome coldneſs between you and my brother of 
ate ? ; | . 

La Blond. Ola Miſs Penny, as if you did not 


| know ;—Mafter Watt has not put his foot into our 


fhop theſe ſix weeks. | 
Pen. Upon my word it is the firſt J heard of it. 
La Blond. However, Miſs Penny, it is not that 


vexes me, but his rudeneſs when be meets one in a 
public place—The other night at Mile-end aſſembly, 
he took no more notice of me than if I had been a 


dog I don't know that he had any reafon to be 
aſhamed of my company—I was there with Miſs Fly- 
blow, a great butcher's daughter, in Newgate market; 
I'm ſure ſhe will have a matter of ſix thouſand pounds 


to her fortune, and we came in Mr. deputy Dumplin's 


own chariot, that waited for us all the while, 


SC E NE 


2 
. 8 «x A; ** 


A COMIC OPERA. 19 


SCENE X. 


PENELO E, Miß La BLION D, YouNG 


CockN Ex. 


1. Cech. Siſter, they want the key of the beaufet, 
to get the ſpoons and the ſilver candleſticks. 
Pen, Oh ! brother] come here. How is it you 


have affronted Miſs La Blond? She tells me you have 


behaved very ill to her. 5 VE 
V. Cock. Who I behaved ill to her? Lord Miſs 


- * 


Ia Blond, I wonder how you can fay ſo, I'll be 


judged by any one ih the world : I am ſure if I have 
ipoke to her, I don't know the day when, 
Pen. Well, and more ſhame for you. 


La Blond. Oh! pray Miſs Penny, don't ſcold 


bim; Maſter Watty may ſpeak or let it alone, and he is 


Juſt as welcome to do one as the other. But, perhaps, 
Sir, you think I don't know the reaſon of "* this 
There's a Weſt-Indian fortune in the caſe I am 
below your notice tow——but believe me you are 
every bit as much below mine. | 


Yet, thus far, a piece of my mind 1 fpall utter, 
I think you a poor, paltry, . wretch ; 2 
An inſet, which round them girls ſuffer to flutter, 
But no one will deem worth the trouble to catch. 
And leaft my behaviour you chance to miſconſtrue, 
Add toe, I refign to the lady my place; 


But after ſuch uſage, you perjur'd vile mon/ter ] 
I QVonder you dare look me ſtrait in the face, 


Ds  $CEMM 


2 


* 
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SCENE. XI. 


Fexzterz, YOUNG Paneer, Barnacle, 
 SIGHTLY. wh 


Born. Buſineſs with me, Sir! Well, Sir, come 


| Lai way, and let me hear it; I don t know that ever 


I ſaw your face before. 
Sight. I don't believe) you ever did, Sir; T but, if 


you will have patience 


Barn. And ſuppoſe I don't chuſe to have patience, 


are you to give me laws in my own houſe? No dra- 


ooning here, good captain, you are in the cit of 
London, Sir; we are not to be put aye military 
execution. 

-. Sight. Sir, I don't underſtand vou. 

Barn. Sir, none of your rudeneſs to me—I have 
been underſtood by your betters ; but I ſuppoſe you 
are diſbanded, and want to raiſe money upon your 
halfpay—Well, I won't deal—I have loſt money 
enough by the army already—1 have a note of hand 
by me from one of your captains for four pounds ten 
ſhillings: 


Sight. Sir my buſts is of a very different nature— 


There is a young lady who, I underſtand, is under 


2 care; and, if you will pleaſe to read that 
CUCT — 

Barn. Ha! ha! ha! a letter from the young-lady 
herſeif to you I ſuppoſe, Sir; deſiring you to come 


and aſk my conſent to marry her? So then you are a 


fortune hunter—W hat ſervant maid in the neighbour- 
hood now have you been geting intelligence from, 
about this girl and her money ?—And, if you ſuc- 
ceed, how much commiſſion, | how much broker- 
a e? 

© Sicke. Sir, I am a gentleman. 

Barn. Well, Sir, and what then, Sir? Have you 
got any money in the funds Captain? My father was 
a pin-maker, and 1 have forty * pounds _ 

L | I Sig bo 
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Sight. Sir, I muſt tell you fs 
Barn. You will tell me, I ſuppoſe, that fighting is 
your trade; and ſo you come vi et arms to cut my 
throat If that's the caſe I muſt call for aſſiſtance. 
Sight. Upon my word, Mr. Barnacle— 

Barn. Well, and upon my word too believe 
my word will go as far as your's, if you. go to 
that What, do you come to abuſe me in my own 
houſe ?-——Do you know, Sir, that you have 
treated me with great ill manners ?—TI neyer was ſo 
uſed in my life The firſt people in the kingdom 
have come cap in hand to me—And ſhall a puppy— 
Sight. Puppy! . i 


Look you, Sir, your years protegt you, 
No wain terrors need affect you, 

Scorn alone from me you'll meet; 
But, in pity, I adviſe you, | 
Leſi another fhould _ you, 


' Learn with gentlemen to treat. 


For the lady free ſhe choſe me; 

' Neither brib'd, nor ford her voice; 
And, however you oppoſe me, | 
1 Know, dare maintain her choice. 


E 


: — — 
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PEN EL E, YounG Cock NET, BARNAcCLE, 
E Stenrry, PRIsCILILA. | 


Barn. This is an incendiary ; we ſhall have an ill 
fpelt letter to- morrow, or next day, thrown into the 
airy, threatening to burn the houſe-—Call him back— 
and, bid Pri:cilla Tomboy come hither ——LV'll put an 
end to this affair directly. Captain if you pleaſe, I 
would ſpeak with you again one moment. Pray, Miſs 
Priſſy, did you ever ſee this young gentleman before. 

Priſ. Yes to be ſure I did. e 

Bare. Well, but you never wrote to him, did 

7 LEY . | 
Priſ. Yes, but I did tho'. ES 

Barn. And where did you get acquainted with 
him, Miſtreſs ? | | 
Priſ. Why if you muſt know, I got acquainted 

with him at a friend's houſe. - . . 8 

Barn. A friend's houſe ! A friend of yours indeed. 

Priſ. Yes, a friend of mine—and he is my choice; 
and, if you do not giye your conſent, I will marry 
him without it. „ | 
Barn. Fetch me the key of the back-garret. 

Prif. You are going to lock me up. 
Sight. Pray, Sir, do not uſe the young lady ill on 
my account. | WY Ep = — 


Barn. Sirrab leave the houſe this minute, 
Or ll ſend to my lord mayor. 
Sgiht. Sir I want not to flay in it; 
9 Wherefore do you rave and flare? 


Priſ. You may lock me up in priſon, 
But I mind not that a firaw; 

V. Cock, Her'n the fault is more than his'n 

Pen. Uncle, brother, pray withdraw. 


one OPER 
Barn. To bring up a romp's the devil 


Pit. 4 Did you ever ſee the like © 


Barn. Captain, pray, Sir, be fa civil: 
k # Cock. 

Dn ? Hold, Sir, hold, you muſt not firike. 
Barn, Life, and death, I'm out Q patience 
And J will at nothing ſlick ; 

So niece, nephew, ward, relatiansy 
Gad Fl Play you all a trick. 
V. Cock.) Stick at nothing ? pray, Sir, tarvy; ; 
Pen. Mat is it you mean to do? 
| Barn. — Sblood! you dog, you ſuu, 7 merry; 
Pen. Marry ! 
F. Cock, Marry! 
Priſ. You Sir “ 


Barn. 


Yes, II take a w 5 ang ng vort, 
Take a wife ue. fig yn; | 
2 Fleaven to your Jonſer bring yen, 
4. dear —_ ave à care. 


Exp or THE FIRST Acr- 


23 


8 CT 


ACT I. SCENEL 


©: af little yard and garden behind CockNnevy's houſe - 


other houſes adjoining. PRISCILLA enters through 


a door in the flat ſcene, taking a letter from her pocket ; 


Mi La BLonD following. 


Priſ. This way—come into the yard here— 


watched 


help him. | 


La Ble. Never fear, I ſhall take it to his lodgings . 


myſelf—but it ſeems your guardian uſed him very ill, 


this morning; Maſter: Watt was unmannerly too—. 


But he ſwears vengeance againſt him. 


Priſ. With all my heart-—Let him beat him while 


he is able to ſtand over him——but there is a rare 


„ 


buſtle within The old man ſwears bloodily that 
Watt ſhall not have me now——And he is going to 
ſend me back to the Weſt-Indies directly 
faith---He is gone to Deptford to ſpeak to a captain of 
a ſhip---But 1 
for him---and what do you think I have done---T 
have perſuaded Watt, that my love for the Captain, 
and my writing to him, was all only a ſham. 

La Blo. A ſham ? How could you do that? 

Priſ. Lord by flattering him up---you may make 


bo * 


him believe any thing if you tell him he is a pretty 


yonng man, and has handſome legs. 


La Blo. Well, Miſs Priſſy, I am ſure I wiſh to ſee 


you happy with all my heart ; but I am not unac- 
quaintrd with the family of the Cockneys ; and be- 
lieve me if they were not ſenſible that you are a young 


lady 


I am. 
afraid to ſpeak. or do any thing in the houſe, I am ſo 
Here is a letter for the captain—you 
will make apoligies about my writing, becauſe the 
lines are a little -crooked—excuſe my ſpelling too 
And if he cannot make out all the words, do you 


He is 


will not go back to the Welt-Indies 


„ 
LS... 
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lady of a very large fortune, they would not take fo 
much trouble about you as they do. 8 

Priſ. 1 know that well enough---T hey are as 
frighten'd as the vengeance now about my going to 
Jamaica, becauſe they think they ſhall looſe my 
money---So I have told Watt, that if he can manage 
it, I will go off with him to Scotland to-night, 
where they ſay folks may be married jn ſpite of any 
one. Fs. . d 

La Blo. Go off with him to Scotland? © 

Priſ. Now ſhe is jealous---Huſh ! ſpeak ſoftly---it 


is agreed between us, we are to go out together as ſoon 


as it is dark, and it is about that I have written to the 
Captain---Don't you think that he could hit upon 
ſome contrivance to meet us in the ftreet, and take 


me from Watt ?---He ſhall not have much trouble, 


1 will be willing enough to go ;---and if he blyſters 


and ſwears a little, the other will be afraid to ſay a 


word. 1 
La Blo. Take you from him? 8 
Priſ. Ecod it is the only way to get me, for they 


Will not let me ſtir an inch without ſomebody being 


after my tail and if it is not done to night, it's 
odds if the old fellow does not pack me off to- 


morrow. 


La Bio. Let me conſider a little ſo then they 
hope to patch up a clandeſtine marriage, and get a 


fortune by foul means, ſince they cannot do it by 


fair A very pretty project indeed---But if I am 


not a bar to the execution of it the devil take me,. 


Pri. What are you thinking of? 
La Ble. Why, look you Miſs Priſy; this is an 
affair of great conſequence, and ſhould be well 
weighed before any thing is done in it---I dare to ſay 
the captain will reſcue you; for I know he loves you 
as he does his life---But J will go to him, and come 


þack and tell you what he ſays. 


Priſ. Do fo, my dear ſoul---and after we are mar- 
ried you know, you may have Watt yourſelf if you 
like it, and I don't doubt but one day or other he 
will be an alderman, | es 

3 E La Blo. 


— _ 
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La Bl. Leave that to me---I warrant T will make 
them do me juſtice.- I know too the captain will 
undertake your affair. | 

Pri. And do you hear-defire the Captain's ſer- 
vant to come along with him, and tell him if he is a 
good fellow, when I am married to his maſter, he 
ſhall have as much rum as ever N can drink for 
nothing. 

La Bl. Ay, ay, I ſhall not be a Ane in runs 


ning to his lodgings—do 5 ay manage Watt in 
the mean time. 


Prif. Never fear, never fear- 


But Bold, y 4 


little let me go firſt if they ſee us come out 

of the yard together, nn, they may take det 
New 1 fancy maſter Walter, 

| You and I our ſcores ſhall quit ; 

And you'll find the reckoning alter, 


If this em has any wit. 


Lord, I'm all in PET a 1 
Here and there my ſpirits hurry, 
In a fright how odd one feels; 


3 2s What with joy, and fear together, 


May 1 die if I know whether, 
1 am on my bead or heels. 


SCENE 


A COMIC OPERA © 37 


SCENE II. 


Miſs La BLO N D, Miſs Mo L LY Coo K NEA. 


YounG CocENE V, and PRISCILL A, who 
opens and looks out at a windoty. | 


« Miſs. M. Oh! here! you are the perſon I want 
to ſpeak with—Miſs what do you call it——what is 
your name? - Miſs - 
I. Blo. Do you ſpeak to me, Ma'am ? . 
© Miſs M. Yes, child, to you——lI am given to 
underſtand, that you proſecute a conduct very unbe- 
coming a young woman in your fituation—— You 
ſhould conſider, girls in buſineſs have nothing to de- 
pend upon but their characters; and, let me tell you, 
It is neither modeſt, nar decent,. to run after a young 
man as you do after this. 3 
La Bla. Who, I run after him | 
Miſs. H. Yes, you Child——but preſerve a little 
more reſpect my couſin here tells me he can have no 
quiet for you. "In 3 He 
La. Blo. No quiet for me 1 0 you ſay ſo 
Maſter Wat ⁊ ˙ | 
. Cock. Yes I do, and it is truth. 
La Bli. You are a ſaucy, impudent, jack-a-napes. 
Miſs MH. Fye, Miſs l What vulgar expreſſions 
Good language at leaſt I told you to preſerve a 
little reſpect Alt ſeems you want to trap the young 
man into a marriage, . 5 
. Coch. So ſhe does ſhe cannot deny it and ſhe 
has given it out, all about the neighbourhood, as 


I am ſworn to her on a book — But if I am it would 


not hold good in law, for it was only the Ladies Ma- 


gazine. . | SE 

Miſs. M. Couſin Walter, give me leave Such 
reports, child, are of a very black nature Yau 
ihould conſider our family -you are not equal 


La Blo. I am not equal ? hal ha! ha! 
Priſ. Ho! ho! ho! | 
| * 2 Miſs. M. 


| 
| 


——— 


— — 


uu, ORECIAT..  —- 
Miſs. MH. Very well, Miſs Priſſy— you ſhall be 
chaſtiſed for your ill manners, I do aſſure you. 
La. Blo. Ha! ha! ha! not equal! 5 
| as 14. Why, you little impertinent, dirty flut, 
how dare you. have the aſſurance „„ 
| — Blo. Oh] ma'am if you forget your polite- 
neis | | | 
Ui, M. Do you think then, you pert baggage, 
thatl put myſelf upon a footing with every inſignificant 
milliner's doll, — but take notice, I have hitherto given 
you my buſinefs, and recommended you to * 
many cuſtomers— but from henceforth neither 
eputy Dumpling, nor Mrs. Iſcariot, nor lady 
Muzzy, nor Mr. alderman Turtle's lady, ſhall ever 
take a ſhred from you. | 55 | 
I. Blo. Miſs Melly Cockney your ſervant. 


Lord! what a tail our cat has got ! | 
My here's a fuſs indeed] YT 5 

You really take upon you, ma'am, © 
More airs then you have need ; _ 


What ever you may think ma'am, = 
Pm not fo near the brink, ma'am, 
| Of age, or decay, 
. That I need beg and pray 
A huſband did I ſeed : 
And I think I'm as good, 
Both in fleſh, and in Blood, 
A, you any day o th week. 1 


— 


. 
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E 


YOUNG CockN EY, Miſs MorLy Cock N EY, 
and QLD Cock NEX. | 


| O Coct. Couſin Molly his lordſhip's come. 
| Miſs l You did not bring him thro' the ſhop I 
hope! | 


O. Cock. No, but the Colonel's in the ſhop, eating 
almonds and raifins—I deſired the boy to give him 

what he aſked for, and not take any thing. - 
ißt M. They have arrived in an exceeding un- 
lucky minute. 1 what a pickle you are in 
You do not intend to go up in that manner? Put on 
your ſlate coloured coat, and your red ſattin waiſtcoat. 
O0. Cock. I will, I will. LOT ! 

Miſs M. But hark you-——have you determined 
what to do with this Weſt-Indian ?—I allow you, 
couſin Cockney, her fortune is very conſiderable ?— 
but ſhe has no more breeding than a rhinoceros. 


O. Cxch. Ahl but if you would take her in hand —- 


Miſs M. Not I, truly — But a thing is come 
into my head, which I will communicate to you- 
There is this officer who ſhe has had an intrigue 
with, it is a very lucky opportunity; and I think my 
conſin Walter ought to ſhew himſelf a gentleman. 
O0. Cack, How do you mean? S 3 

Miſs M. Why he muſt ſend this officer a chal- 
lenge fight him.. „ | 
T. Coch. Lord I was never learned to fence. 

Miſs H. No matter pPiſtols——I will get a 
gentleman ſhall be your ſecond—And I know it is right. 

O. Cack. Well, but,. couſin Molly, I think it 
would be better to marry the girl firſt—My brother 
talks of ſending her abroad in a day or two, and he 
tells me ſhe is willing to go off to Scotland with him 
to-night. | | . | : 
T. Cock. So ſhe is. | | 

O. Cock. Well, do you ſee, fon Walter; I know 
vothing of this affair; tis all a ſecret from me, ſo J 
will give you. no advice Even do as you think 


proper yourſelf, child—there is money enough in the 


compting- houſe. SCENE 
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WD. s C E N E & i 4 
| Youno Cocknty, PRISCILLA. 


F. Coct. Miſs Priſſy, come down here; I want to 
ſpeak. to you—— Well 1 have been thinking of what 
you were ſaying to me; and, if I was certain you 
was in earneſt And I thought you would not 


return to any of your old tricks. 
Priſ. To be ſure, Maſter Watty 


I have "MI | 


a very fad girl, and I do not deſerve that you ſhould 


have any kindneſs for me. 
Y. Cock. Perhaps Miſs Priſſy, you think J cannot 
get a wife — There is a -widow gentlewoman worth a 


matter of forty thouſand pounds her huſband was a 


great ſugar- baker in Rateliff- Highway and, if [ 
would marry her, ſhe would ſettle every ſarthing ſhe 
is worth upon me. | 

Priſ. Indeed I do not doubt it. - 

Y. Cock. But you are for an officer, it ſeems And 
I don't ſee that they are a bit cleverer than other peo- 
ple -I believe I have been reckoned as genteel as 
any of them — beſides, what is a little outſide ſhew--- 
If you had a mind to go to Scotland with this here 
Captain, now its odds if he could find money to pay 
for a poſt-chay. 

Priſ. I don't care for the Captain ; TI wiſh you 
would not mention him at all --I am aſhamed when 
ever I think of it. | 

Z. Cock. So you ought. 

Priſ. I know ought, but J was bewitthed, I am 
ſure I have been crying about it like any thing; you 
may ſee how red my eyes are. 

J. Cock. Ah! fudge! that is. no crying, you have 
been putting to an anian---But, I ſay, if you get 
yourſelf ready, I will go along with you as ſoon as 
it is duſk---Don't you think theſe cloaths becomes me, 
Miſs Priſſy? I have a mind to take them along with 


us. 


Prif. 
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Priſ. You look very j emmy in them, I am ſure, 

Y. Coch. Why I think they ſhew the fall of my 
ſhoulders---I — «very fine fall in my ſhoulders ; 5 
have not I Miſs Prifly ? GEO | 
Priſ. Yes indeed have you. 

. Cock, Well but there's one thing as, perhaps, 


14 1 


you are not acquainted with, if you marry without 
my uncle's conſent, you are not to have no fortune; 


ſo that IJ am taking you hap at a hazard; and if he 
ſhould not forgive us afterwards, I ſhall have you 
to maintain; which will be very hard upon me. 

Piriſ. Oh! but he will forgive us---beſides if you 
come to Jamaica with me, III raiſe the Negers for 
us—it's only giving them a ſew yams, and licking 
them, and they'll do any thing you bid them. 

Y. Cock. Well, we cannot go yet; but you m ay 
prepare yourſelf, while I ſtep in---Miſs Priſſy don't 
you think our going off will be in the news papers? 
We hear that a great Weſt-Indian fortune has lately 
eloped with the ſon of an eminent grocer in the 


_ city---and when we come back, I warrant there wil 


he noiſe enough about us, 


In the morning, whe a dinging 
With, the Pariſh bells a ringing, 
And the ratling of the drums : 

Then beſure the muſic comes; 
Fiddles, baſs, and fuveet hautboy. 
Alt to wiſh our honours Joy. 


But plague o your horn, © 
*T1s not to be borne; 

Oh ſilence that ominous ſound : 
Play, inflruments play; 
Drums rattle away, 


And {et it for ever be droꝛun d. 
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s C E N E V. 


| Parscilla and the negro girl, who ap ears at the 
window and throws out the things her Miſtreſs calls 
Joer; which ſhe puts on as ſaſt as ſbe gets them. 


Priſ. aba !---throw out my bonnet, and my 
black filk handkerchief ; I will be ready in a minute, 
he ſhall not wait for me I warrant him---How purely 
I have managed it; if the Captain does but meet 
us now---Quaſheba---throw down my gloyes---Watt 
thinks, as ſure as any thing, I will go with him--- 
He is the greateſt fool that ever I knew--But ſup- 
poſe the Captain ſhould not meet us muſt I go of 
with Watt ?---Ecad I will not-+e-I will baw] out in 
the ſtreet, and ſay he is running away with me- 
let me ſee now, have I all my things? have I forget 


R © "Dear me how Flong to be marry'd, 
| And in my own coach td be carry d; > 
Baeſide me to ſee, _ | 
+ How charming "twill le?! 
M hufband, and, may be; 
A faveet little baby, 
As pretty as he. 
' Already I hear 
It's tongue in my ear : 
Papa ! papa! _ 
4. —— 7 


Ha ha ba h % . 


Oh gracious ] what calling, © 
What flamping what bawling ; 
When firſt I am mißt d by the-clan ! 
Miſs Molly will chatter, 
Old ſquare toes will clatter, 

But catch me again if they can. 


SCENE 


1 E 


—— 


| A COMIC.OPERA.* 3 
SCENE VI 
Changes to à room in Coctner' s houſe, ho 
N in the modern "taſte. | On oe fide 2 | 
table, with candles, at which are diſcovered SPRUCE 


and PENELOPE; 2 whom, after ee entar 
Mii Mor Tv 3 Wwe 


Pen. Bo eter thy 2. 3 
| d on 2355 i important hb 
. e benign ;- 
Spruce. FY O love, a aid * 
„ A lover aſs, 
Spruce. A lover furs. 
Both. 445 hepes befriend, . 
Diredt, ds defend ; e 
of lover's cauſe i is thine. 5 15 


Miſs 2 My lord, I humbly beg our lotdſh '; 
pardon for leaving you, and have a thouſand apolo- 
gies to make in behalf of my kinſman, who has not 


yet had the honour to pay his reſpeQs to you But 


to tell your lordſhip the truth, his beſt wigg is not 
yet come from the barber's; and I could not prevail 
upon him to * you in that ye wears every 
da 
Toric Oh! madam, ! I am m forry Mr. Cockney 
ſhould make any ceremony however, I have been 
ſo well entertain'd——your cauſin wants nothing but a 
title—T am amazed where ſhe could get ſuch a Know- 
ledge of high life but I doubt the has been obliged | 
to * inſtruction .= 

M. Why, my lord I Rave endenvout d to give 


| 3 , e principles couſin Pen, my lord is exceed - 


ingly pleaſed with you But throw Sek your 


| ſhoulders; and'bridle a little more. 1 — 
Pen. Pray, my lord, is a wo of ion per- | 
mited to ra her futband i ? ts 


Spruce. What do you ſay, ma' am? I think its 
rather againſt the rules; but, by your aſking that 
F * 


* 
. — — — — 


| 
ö * 
| 
| 
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queſtion, I ſuſpect you have got ſome ungenteel pre: 
judices, which we muſt endeavour to root out 


Come, pr'ythee let us hear how you would like to 
2 with your Huſband ? 


hy, in the firſt place, T would' give him 
-my 2 ſo wholly, and entirely, that he ſhould be 
ſure to have all my affections and attention; and, in 


order to have his in return, I would do my "utmoſt to 


render myſelf more 13 to him than any other 
woman could be. would rather be kind than 


fond ;—1 would let him ſee that I never expreſs d 
above half the love I had for him: in ſhort, I would 


do every thing to pleaſe him with joy, and if ever he © 
did any thing to — we, F would bear it with 


patience. 


Sprnce. Oh, gad, madam; this will never do—it 


ſmells ſo firong of Cheapſide and 10 N 18 


overcoming— 


Miſs. M. Couſin Penny, how can you expoſe 


| yourſ elf — 


Pen. Dear madam I only ſpoke to be better inform'd; 
and if 'I'muſt be a woman of faſhion, nie ſhall find [ 
can ſtare, and laugh, and e + 

Spruce. Bravo! 

Feen. And be as impertinent, ze, and good for 
PW as the belt of them, By 


. Bright i in gol, in jewels blazing, 85 
Lite a comet fee me go; ; 
Scart ring terror, and amazing —B!k 


All wy little world below. © 


Wi th a bool their freedem awing, 
Hou the Cits will bang their-ears, + 
| Gaping, flaring, humming, hawing, þ. 
wel ben. ber W e e 


A come OPERA. %y 


SCENE VII. 


a, Moz.1y Cockxzv, Sraucz, OLD Coc k- 
NEY), Wasa... 


Wage: Crna in, Mr. Cockney; come in; you 
are not afrid of his lordſhip, 1 hope — Zouns he will 
not bite you, Man—1 wonder what the devil makes 
people fo afraid of a . 

e een . 

Wagg. My lord, give me leave to preſent to you 
a gentleman who does honour to the worſhipſul com- 
pany of grocers—this is Mr. Cockney.” 
. Spruce. It is a long time, Sir, that I have fans 
guiſhed- for this felicity. N 
O. Cech. O my lord Vour Jordſhip—I—, TP OE 

Miſs. M. Couſin Cockney, won't. you defire the 
favour of his lordſhip to ſit on Chairs quickly. 

O0. Gack.. Colonel, I would beg word with you, if 
you pleaſe I'll tell you what Xo, been thinking 
of——-Suppoſe I was to aſk his lordſhip to borrow a 
little money of me; you know that would be ſetting 
things upon a ſure foundation. | 

Magg. Zouns, you are in ſuch. a burry—ttaxe pa- 
tience, and I will let you know, when it may be 
done with EO lord has not Mr. Cockney 
a ſpecial good houſe here? With his pretty flock paper, 
and his prints, and his cheque window curtains. 

Spruce. A very good houle indeed, and I am par- 
ticularly pleaſed with the taſte and elegance of this 
apartments that a Vandyke over the chimney, or 
a Rubens. — A family- piece I ſuppoſe Mr. Cockney ? 

Miſs. M. My lord, its my grand Dada—he was 
alderman of n ſpouſe is over the 
door there by the ſame limner—I remember her in 
her latter days her name was Eſther and for a 
crooked woman, I think ſhe was as genteel a Creter as 
ever | ſet my eyes on. 

Spruce. Apropos—Do you know colonel, that L 
have ſome thoughts of finiſhing my thing upon Black- 


n, this ſummer ? I think my ſeat in the north at 
| 2 too 
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too great a diſtance, Mr. Cockney ; ſo have a mind 
to have one nearer the Metropolis and from whence 
do you think I took the model of my building? 
0. Cack. I don't know my lord perhaps | Bt. . 
Paul's-Church. . © SEEN * . 
_ From the mount of a lady's fan, upon honour, 
47/5, M. Well that muſt be vaſtly elegant. 
Wagg. Why, my lord, Mr. Cockney Himſelf has 
à country feat at Newington- Bu tes. 
DO. Cock. Ay Colonel, it's well enough for a mouth- 
ful of air of a Sunday but London for my money— 
1 fee nothing in Europe like it. 
* * Spruces Then you have been abroad, Sir? 


_ O. Cach. About two and twenty years ago, my 


« 
F SL 
. 


ford, I was as far as Birmingham—My firſt wife, 


poor woman, ſhe died of a dropſy! made it her 
requeſt to be buried in the chureh-yard, with her 
father and mother; and as it was ſummer time, I 
thought it would be a pleaſant Journey ' 

Spruce. Mr. Cockney I beg pardon for interrupt- 
ing you Pray Colonel, who had you laſt night at the 
Magg. Do you mean at ſupper ? 

Spruce. Ay. FLY FF 
Hagg. Why, Sir, for Women, we had the coun- 
teſs of Hub „ lady Dye Brimſtone, Mrs. Scribble- 
card, the widow Tartar, and the two Miſs Noifes. 
Then our men were, lord Sweep-ſtakes, Sir Harry 
Traſh, count Grin, Jack Nonſenſe of the guards, 
and baron Tow-row— damm his name the what do 

' Spruce. The counteſs of Hubbub lives near you, 
Mrs. Cockney, the is 2 prodigious good fort of 
woman. | 5 we 2 
Mi M. My lord, ſhe bears a very fine reputation, 
in the neighbourhood---F have not the honour of 
being known to her ladyſhip.— OT 

agg. Vaſtly religious, and exceedingly humane--- - 
hardly ever miſſes St. James's Chapel, when the royal 
family are there, and goes to all the charity plays and 
| pore... a e eee 
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O. Cock. Does your lordſhip love muſic ? If you 
pleaſe my daughter ſhall play you a tune upon the 
{pinnet, and fing you a ſong. | 
Wagg. Mr. Cockney, ſhall I ſing you a ſong? 
Mi MA. Sir, if you will do us that favour — 
| 2 Oh, Colonel ! I am ſure yo 14 u cannot {i 


Indeed but I can, my lord; and, to ob 
Miſs 6 Meuy here, I will too Tho I proteſt 1 have 
got a great cold. 
O. Cecil. Go, go, good fingers are never without 
_ as the ſaying 0 muſt ling C dlongl, 
agg. Mult 12 
445 iſs 44 My couſin means, Colonel, if you think 
3 
2. Come then I will ing you a ſong, that i is a 
aerllik favourite with all the court ladies Aſk my 
lord elſe — Hem hem though [ proteſt I am quite out 
of voice, 1 am afraid I ſhall Fardly get through it, 


There was @ pretty maid, ſhe met a genomes 
And ſoon to chat, of this and that 
| Tegether they began. 


Be hey tad of politicks ;, the fo tall d of winds, and fide. 
07 weather, flock, and what's a clock, | 
And other things beſide. 


Then rid the gentlem an, Oh charmii "gs preth maid, | 


4 ittle bit, let's go and fit, 
g Wy de ar in 2 ſhade. 


Then ſtrait nds the maig, Oh Sir- ney me hc ? 


Mho, I go there? For fſhame—forbear ; 
Lord / what ey, People fay# 


He told Nor of the bliſs, ſhe told him of the fn, . 
He pull d, he ſwore : ſhe—-faid no more; 
i And ſo they both went in. 


And here my frory ends, perhaps the whole's a % 
It may * for what 1 know, 
| Jou have it cheap as 1 


SCENE 


—— 
— — — — —  — 
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SCENE vin. 


Orp Cock EY. Mb Moi v end r 


SPRUCE, WAGG, Punto; and N 


„ eee 


Pen. Mercy on us, papa, what ſhall » welds Here 
is my uncle Barnacle coming up ftairs—l do not know 
where he has dined, but he is in a terrible condition. 


O. Cock. Your uncle Barnacle ?— 


; af, M. Why did not you tell him there was no- 


ody at home ? 


12 Is there any t thing the matter Mr. Cockney ? 


Cock, Nothing, my Lord; only— © 


Barn. A pack of drunken, impudent raſcals, that 
a ſober citizen cannot paſs his wy * N 


day! who have we here ? 


Miſs H. Couſin Penny, what ſhall we do ? I hope, 


: 1 in liquor. 5 0 


my Lord, you will excuſe it, the gentleman is a little 


arn. Why, Nick Cockiey, what is the meaning 
of all this.? Are you elected ſheriff, or going to ſet 


up for parliament-man—lluminations, 


e-works ! 


one, two, three, four, candles ; and; by all that' 8 


bad, they are wax! 


lord I am ſo confounded ———— 


O. Cech. Brother brother pray go to bed My 


Barn. My lord! my lord ! What have we lords 


here * ? I beg your lordſhip's pardon. * 
" Wagg. Well ſaid, old: anniſeede . 


ſeed? 


Barn. Anniſced——what do you mean by anni- 
Sir, you are a coxcomb; and, my lord, 


you are another; with your gold ſtuff—Let me ſee—Is 


of damn d 
O. Coch. Dear brother ! 
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about you. My back opens and ſhuts, — 


that Lyons or Spittle-F ields ?—French—French !--- , 
Starving the poor Weavers. and their wives—a pack 


Barn. Get a long about your buſineſs both of you. 
Miſs M. Couſin Penelope have you any Hartſhorn 


Barn. 


_ 
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Barn. Oh! ho! you have been drinking tea— 


Pen, come hither; fill me out ſome in this baſon— - 


Starving the poor weavers and their wives 

agg. Mr. Cockney I beg your pardon, but I 

muſt be under a neceſſity of toſſing this old ſcoundrel 
in a blanket. 

0. Coctney. Oh, Colonel! I humbly beg. 
Miſs MA. Couſin Nic don't ſay a word in his be- 

half; the Colonel would ſerve him right,. if he 


was to run his ſword hope) his 7's 4 
| mz an by heaven, L 


Magg. So J ſhould, Ma 


have a 
Spruce. Moderation, my dear Colonel— 


Jook it · 6 

0. Cact. O! my lord, tread upon my neck, 
trample me under your feet. 

agg. Do, my lord, fince Mr. Cockney deſires it. 


Spruce. Pr 'ythee have done Mr. Cockney we will 


take our leave- 


O. Cock. Will you my lord wel, if it muſt be 8 
but this, I hope, will not occaſion you to alter 


your diſpoſition towards me and my family. 


| Spruce. By no means, Sir; you ſhall hear from 
me to morrow- morning permit me only to take 


| Jeave of your daughter. 5 


5 Ah, why, my * 
. This boding fear? 
| Let nought your peace invade 2 
De Clouds at loft, | 
Are gone and Pat, | 
| IWWhich torapt 16 in their ſhade, . 


Night is withdrawn ; 3 
A ſmiling dawn 
Breaks with enliv ning ray 

Each miſt diſpels, 
| And all foretels <- 


| | 4 fair and happy day. 


To 5 | 
ſure this treatment_is a little new to a man of my 
diſtinction however, Mr. Cockneys I ſhall over 


— ——— — 
——— = 
_ — — 
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SCENE 1x. 


M/s Morry Ceck xxx, BARNXACLE, PENE—- 
Lor E, and afterwards, Ol D CocR NET. 


} 


Barn. Are they gone? I am glad of it---Perhaps 

if they had ſtaid much longer, I might have been apt 

to ſay ſomething to affront tie. 
Mit M. Affront them! Do er what you 
have done here Sir ?- -Do you know that you Have 
been inſolent to a peer of the realm? 5 


Barn. A peer of the realm, old ſpinſter? _ 
„ . Ah! don't come near nme. 
Barn. Do not be afraid, I am not going to kifs 
you, 1 promiſe. you---But why do not you cover 
thoſe withered jaws of yours, as a woman of your | 
years ſhould---T'hen calling yourſelf, Miſs Molly--- 
s. Mary would be more becoming—to my know- 
ledge, you are upwards of fiftitxß. 
Miß M.. Couſin Cockney, will you ſuffer me to be 
OS So ©, OR 
Barn. Oh ! Nick, you have been to ſee your com- 
pany out, — Well and who is this lord? You think 
J hear nothing of your doings—TI know this is the 
fellow you are going to marry your daughter to—but, 


- 


if ſhe has him, . ſhe ſhall have nothing from me. 
Miſs H. Fiddle faddle, who cares, with your 
mouthful of moonſhine—while you want to ruin the 


family. 335 | 591 5 
. 9 Cock. Ves indeed, brother, you would ruin the 
amily. | . 
; 2 Where is Priſcilla Tomboy I have found 
a paſſage for her; and pleaſe the fates I will be ſhut 
of one plague. So a Sho UE. | 
Miſs MN. How ſhould we know where ſhe is 
would you make us the keepers of your wild- 
beaſt——Couſin Cockney, let's leave him—Penny, 


CY 


my dear come along An unmannerly, drunken 
1 SCENE 


old brute. 
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ae, 


Burn. Ay, go dy ur ways, I will be even with you 
all — on, ſaid to Mr. Alderman, a man is 
— too old to marry— Well but, ſays he to me ny 
dear friend —— Well but, ſays I to Mr. Alderman—I1 
will advertiſe for a wife I know Charles Say ver 
well, he and I are of the ſame club—and 1 i 
have it in the front of the Gazetteer to-morrow morn- 

ing; it will coſt me five ſhillings, but I will ſtop that 
out of my wife's firſt * O allowance. 


This is to give notice, that a man about fifty, 
Healthy and vigor us, and of humour thrifty 3 ; 
Longing to taſle of a virta'us fruition, | 
 Wijhes to change, out of hand, his condition: 


Beauty and youth little fireſs will be laid n; 
| But, i he could, he would marry a "maiden; 
Ss, to prevent any ruitlefs vexation, 
idows are pray d not to make n 


Caſb there muſt be, in hand, or annui 
For which a jointure in caſe of viduit},. 
From principals—etters paſt paid —as dirafted . 
Honour and ſecrecy may be * | 


G _-, SCENE 


Stand out of the way you little baſtard. 
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SSE | 

Changes to Ludgate-Hill, with a view of Saint Paul's. 
Time, the evening, towards duſt. Enter SIGHTLY, 
diſguiſed as a ſailor, with WAG. ö 


4 Sighth. Ha! ha! ha upon my ſoul T did not 
know you————who would have thought to meet 


Tom Wagg, the attorney, metamorphoſed into an 


officer? 


Mogg. And who would have expected to meet - 


Charles Sightly, the officer, metamorphoſed into a 
ſailor ? — But what do you think of our adventure 
are not we a couple of accompliſhed knight-etrants ? 
Sight. Why, Sir, I am in ſome ſort of the order 
myſelf, as my preſent dreſs I think may teſtify —— 
But where is Spruce ?——Has he deſerted you? 
Wagg. No, he is only gone to a relation's houſe in 
the neighbourhood ; I believe the old fellow frightened 
him ſo, he had occaſion for a dram to recruit his 
„„ | E 
Sigbi. And do you hope to bring it to a marriage? 
Wagg. Hope, my dear? It is a ſure thing—and, in 
order to make clear work with the family L propoſe 
paying my addreſſes to Miſs Molly — She has fix or 
ſeven thouſand pounds, and I think I could kill her in 
three weeks. 3 wi Bal: oe 
| Sight. No, no, an old woman is not ſo eaſily kill'd 
as you imagine—but is it not whimſical that I ſhould: 


have an affair in the ſame houſe ?—I know, Wagg, 


ou love a frolick, I wiſh you would affiſt me in what 
rock upon here. | 5 | . 
Magg. What, to take the ſquaw from the young 


rocer? 


 Sighthy. Ay—there's the fellow habit to this at my 


friend's over the way, which will ſerve to diſguiſe 


you and, if you are afraid they ſhould diſtinguiſh - 


your voice, I know you have more than one at com- 

mang. — = _- - : 1 85 5 
Wagg. Arab is it game you are making ? the devil 

burn me, but I'll Darby Cavanagh in a crack—— 


: SCENE 


: ” AA - 
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$16 0#Ws; Miſs E B LON D. 


La Bh. Captain sightiy! Mercy on us you brought 
my heart into my mouth. 

_ Sight. Well, you ſee I am a true ſoldier, at my 

ſt and ready for engagement Her letter mentions 
the Bell-Savage-Inn——If an, we cannot be better 


| ſtationed than here. 


La Blo. No, no, you are very well, 155 they wil 
be here in a minute — Only I juſt run down before 
them, in order to have a little diſcourſe with you 
Lord we ſhall make them fo ridiculous — gut I ſay, 
Captain, when you have got Miſs Tomboy, where 
do you think to take her? 

$; ght. To Scotland directly, my girl. 

La Blo. Ay, but there's the vengeance of it, the 
deuce a farthing is ſhe intitled to, if ſhe marries with- 
out her guardian's conſent. 

Sight. The devil ! how do you know? 

La Blo. We have juſt had it from thoſe who are 
very well acquainted with her affairs; and, Mr. Bar- 
nacle is ſuch an odd man, he would not Hi to \ give 
it to an hoſpital, out of ſpite. 

Sight, What the plague ſhall I do then ? 

La Bl. Why take her from Maſter Watt if you 
can —— She ſhall go and lye at my aunt's to night; 
and, in the morning, if you will leave every thing to 
us, I am certain we have hit upon a plan, to get 
Barnacle's conſent to your marriage. 

Sight. Lye at your aunt's, my dear ? | 
La Bls. Yes captain, yes — ſor it is abſolutely Nabel. 
ſary, leſt there ſhould be a buſtle about this affair, 
that we ſhould have it ih our power to prove that no 
harm was intended. | 
Sight. Then, my dear, I will leaveevery thing to 
you: I am ſure I cannot be in more truſty hands. 


Is.” La Bron, 
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La Blo. Without doubt you know the ill treatment 
I have met with from Mr. Cockney's ſon, and the 
whole family indeed And you may think it will be 
a ſatisfaction to us to be revenged on them, if we 
had regard for you. a 55 
Sight. Well now my dear, you will have the laugh 
| apainſt them, at leaſt. TY | + | 
La Blo. But that is not enough, Captain—between ' 
ourſelves it would be a very good match for me 
dut, you will ſee—to-morrow, perhaps, I may hit 
upon a trick to bring my own affairs about as well as 
ours. | ad os 
id Sight. Well ſaid, my girl; and, tho' Young 
3 has forſaken you, be aſſured, in a market 
where there is ſuch a demand for beauty, your ſtock 
will never lye upon your hands. „„ 


A laſs ſo genteel and fo pretty, 
1s certain a huſhand to find; 
Ay dear, the gallants of the city, 
Are neither unfeeling nor blind. 


_ Thoſe lips carry nectar. and honey ; © 
e eyes have a witchery ſtrange ; 

And ſomething beſides getting anon. : 
Can tickle a heart on the Change, 
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SCENE XII. 


Younc Cocxnty, PRISCILLA, SIGHTLY, 
Wace fiaging, and afterwards a La BLowD. 


Prof La, Maſter Watt—you hur ſo faſt—T vow 
I muſt ſtop and reſt myſelf ; ſo I 3.1 am as. tired 
as can be. 

T. Cock. Why would you not let 1 me call a hackney- 
coach then ?—But I tell you it will be dark 8 „5 
and we ſhall meet ſome highway- men on the road near 
London. 

3 Well ſtay a moment then till—1 buckle my 

ſhoe —it was you that was ſo long before you came 
out- Ob, la! there are a couple of men ſtanding 

onder at the corner—I won't go any father 
Maſter Watt 

Y. Cock. What's the matter with you ? 

Wagg. I am Captain Delany, no Pluches will ſhame 
-me, bekays I come out of the OE: of Mayo.” 
Priſ. Maſter Watt, 
T. Cock. If ever I knew the like of you ! There' 3 
no danger; come along. 

Wagg. Arrah, hip, Jack Tunderanown s, why 
don't you come here ?—I5 not that your Judy tripping 
along with yonder _ ſhank in the big coat ? 

Sight. Judy! Jud 

_H/agg. Muſha . my ſowl is it you? 

Y. Cock. What do you mean fellow? 

Magg. Arrah what does yourſelf mean, you tief of 
the world ? If its women you muſt have, will nothing 
be after ſerving you but other men's wives? Have you | 
no bowels for the peace of a gentleman' 8 mind, and 
the honour of his family? 

Sight. Do you think I do not know my wife 
I know her for all the ſilk gown you have given her— 
And I'll make her know me— 

Y. Cack, Miſs Priſly ! 


Wage. | 


TE 


Wagg. 
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Wagg. Ub bub boo, ſhe has chang'd her name 
too I'll be bound for it now you'd be after wal 
0 me that ſhe was not chriſtened Judy. ; 

.. Sight. Comrade don't be in a paſſion. 

agg. Bad luck to the little black uard. Let me be 
at him Nation to to my . if I won't cut him 
5 ſmall as tobacco. 3 


_ © Sight. Keep your temper. 


agg. Well Fll be ah—only * me fee his 
blood. | 
2. Blo. Maſter Watty, Miſs Prifly ! 1 
T. Coct. Look you there—here's a _young gentle- | 
woman that knows us. | 
La Bl. What's the matter 
 Wagg. Nothing, 13 jewel! only à vild villian 
nere wants to rob my friend of his wife Ve tief is 
I! wanting to rob the man you are ? | ; 
La Blo. Rob him! 
Wagg. my I tell you, my jewel, I . 8 girl's 
mammy as well as the woman that bore me—lt is not 
Half an 7 hook ago fince I met her with her crutch and 
her little baſet Pray buy ſome gingerbread of the 
beſt, of a poor old WOman, I ſhall take it ar 
Kind. E 
YL. Cock. Do you hear this? 


Pri. 1 feel myſelf, growing as 2 as a 4 
O gemini! what's coming o'er me | © 

| My heart in my breaſt leaps about like a fre, 

And the place is all ſeuimming ere me / 


'La Blo. Miſs _ Priſh, what ails you, 
What fury aſſails you? . 
Y ou'll throw the young lady in fits. 


* Cock. They think, by their ftraring 


s Their ranting and tearing, 
To frighten us out of our wits. 


CE No farther we'll talk. 
'S Come, pretty face, walk. 


Y. Cock. 


one O®BRA#' .: oa 
v. Cock. How ! will you go with them? 


Pri  YJhy, here don't you ſee them; 
M bat pidgeon can get from a hawk ? 


La Blo. J take ber away, foe you ſee them fo Bent, 
Tf I was as you, I would give my ae. 


Y. Cock. You laugh at me do eus? 1 
Priſ. No harm ſhall come to you; © 
| W, no, Maſter Watt, 
Indeed there ſhall not; 5 
be. Pa rather go with them. 75 
Y. Cock. You're all in a plot. | | Y « 5 
5 L e dear: 
Wagg 


Sent 4 Ceme out then Toleds, that auer knew fours 


That firoke won the day 085 
Oh pray run away; oy oe 


They ll cut you, they Il 5 vou, 
To mammacks. they'll maſh Cary 


| Poiff * 


Together. Oh pray run aw 
, This fo rote won 3 IF 
Hell, well you may chance 990 your r rol to 2 SH 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
The inflde of Cocxnty's ſhop. Enter BARNACLE, 
Young CockNEY, and PENELoPE, 


Barn. I fay, I will not ſee her let her go from 
whence ſhe came—T ſhall write her friends in f amaica 
word, by the next packet, that I was not ſtrong 
enough to hold her, and that when I was on the eve 
of ſending her back to them, ſhe ran away from me, 
and went upon the town. = | 

O. Coach. Do fo, uncle; and I wonder ſhe has the 
impudence to come back, after laying out all night. 

Barn. And [I wonder, ſirrah, you dare have the 
impudence to take her out, when J ordered ſhe ſhould 
keep the houſe Is not it all your doings? | 

Pen. Well, pray, dear Sir, let me prevail upon 
you to ſee her, and hear what ſhe can ſay for herſelf. 

N. Cock. She can ſay nothing for herſelf, ſiſter 
Penny; tho' I know well enough her being taken 
from me was all a contrivance; for, notwithſtanding 
the men were diſguiſed, I could plainly ſee one of 

them was her officer; and I believe Miſs La Blond 

was concerned along with them—however fair ſhe 
may carry it. | F . 
Pen. Ah |! poor girl | ſhe is not like to carry any 
thing fair long: I have juſt been over at her houſe, 
where I have left my father—it is indeed a moſt melan- 
choly ſpectacle, ſhe has quite loſt her ſenſes, and they 
ſay its for love of you, brother. 5 
Barn. For love of him, he is a pretty Adonis for 
girls to go mad for. FER” 
Pen. Well, uncle, will you condeſcend to ſee this 
unfortunate girl? | | 
Barn. Where is ſhe ? > TE 
Pen. Above in my chamber, ſhe is afraid to come 
down without your permiflien, but ſhe ſeems really 
| ſorry 


* Ee ˙ ö 
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forry for what ſhe has done, and perhaps things my 
not be fo bad as they appear. 

T. Cock. O, I warrant they are bad _— 
Barn. I'!1 break your bones. 


7. Cock. For whag? 
Barn. Bid that ſlut come bither—But 8 take my 


cane, I will not truſt myſelf near her with a weapon, 
leſt I ſhauld do her a miſchief. 

Pen. I will go for her, Sand pray brother, do 
you treat her with a little more gentleneſs, ſhe will 
never love you if you are fo ill-natur'd. 

= Cock. With all my heart. | 


Who cares a pin for her Dove, 

Hlang d like a dog may I be, 
Tf II would give this old glove, 
To have five times better than ſhe. 


| 1 What ſe 1? | 
Plague of her negers, her Jr” and rum 
alſe 579: 7 


: She's for 1 devi 4 chum. 


Which way you will you may try bers '# 
Poll find her a vixen, a lyar, © | 
The man wha for nothing ſhould buy bor; 
Too dear 177 bargain would pay 3 


B ut whey D the need of orations? 1x 
Lien ſend her bath to her relations; 
She's fitterer for the plantations, + 13 
Than ere with 4 5 to edi 


R 
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SCENE, II. 
6 PR ISC ILL A, Wacs, and ofter- 
wards YounG Cock NE x. 


Barn, Oh! madam run-away—— 


Pri Don't. be angry, pray don' to and In tell 


| * 
of g. No, Sir, pra don't be, in a paſſion with 
Mit i ſhe will confeſs ev for as I told 
| you, my dear, this gentleman © with regard 


to you, what a bridle is to a _— a rudder to 2 
ſhip, a dog to a blind man: you are the horle, he is 
the bridle ; you are the Hip, he is the. Tudder ; you 
are the blind man, He is the dog: and I cannot 
help thinking Mr. Barnacle, he was a wiſe fellow 
who faid, briſk girls are lixe champaign, which will 
fly if it be not well cork d up. Now, Sir, by the 
words cork'd up is meant _ 
Barn, Huſly, what: made you go out laſt night! ? 
Priſ. Why it was maſter Watty made me, we 


ere going to Edinburgh to be married. 


Barn. To Edinburgh ! Oh the dog alter ! 
Wage. Maſter Way! 2 8 
2 What ſirrah, vou took this of out with 
you laſt night, in order to go to Edinburgh to be 
married, | 
T. Cocł. Well it was the herſelf propoſed it. =P 
Priſ. Suppoſe I did, you know when I was in the 


| houſe I could never be at reſt for you; whenever we 


were alone together, you were ke dd talking bad to 
me, | 

Hagge Oh! you young rake, 

Y. Cock. Talking bad to her, if ever 1 uſed an un- 
deſſent expreflion— 

Barn. Sirrah, I don' t doubt it, hold your tongue; 


but 1 ſay, where have you been all nights let me hear 


that? | * 
Priſ. You'll, be angry. FC 
Barn. Tell me the truth. 4 2 
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Priſ. Why the gentleman that loves me, the of- 


ficer that was here yeſterday, met maſter Watty and 


me in the ſtreet, and took me away from him 
And—but why did he take me ut 

F * Ay, it's very true, it's all your fault, 
1rrah. a 1 8 ö 


agg. Well but ſtay darling don't cry—Lord 


help it, how it's little breaſt pants and heaves; you 
ſay this officer took you away; where did he take 
you chicken? | | Shy | 
 Priſ} To his lodging, for he ſaid he loved me fo, 
he could not live without me, and if I did not comply 


with his deſires, he ſaid, he would kill himſelf on the 


ſpot. | 

Barn. Comply with his deſires ! -- 8 
Priſ. 1 knew now, he would be in a paſſion. | 
IVagg. Contain yourſelf, worthy, Sir; you hear 

this young fellow loved her; alas ! Mr. Barnacle 

what is man? Man in this world, Sir, may be com- 

| pared to a hackney-coach upon a ſtand; continually 


ſubject to be drawn by his unruly appetites, on one 


_ fooliſh jaunt or 5 but you will ſay, if his 


| appetites are horſes, which as it were'drag him along, 


reaſon is the coachman to rule thoſe horſes— But, 
Sir, when the coachmay reaſon, is drunk with 
paſſion | 5 


Barn. Hark you huffy, 1 have but one queſtion 


more to aſk you, are you ruin'd, or not? 
Priſ. Oh ho—he; he, he. LES 
Barn. You impudento—— ': 


s 


Priſ. Why the gentleman makes me Laugh: $ 
does not 


Wagg. I fancy Mr. Barnacle, pretty Mi 
clearly underſtand the purport of your queſtion—my 
dear your guardian would know——Let me ſee—he 
nul know, whether you and the gentleman paſs'd 


the night in the ſame chamber? 
Pri Why, III aſſure you at firſt I was againſt it, 
for I ſaid I did not think it was becoming; and he 
aid he would rather lye in the ftreet than incommode 


"8. | - us} 185 | 
l Hagg. Pogr young fellow, there was good nature, 


Oz Priſ. 
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Priſ. Ves, he ſaid fo, indeed; fo ſeeing him 10 
polite, I faid he ſhould not run the riſk of catching 
cold for the love of me, and that I would rather put 
myſelf to any inconvenience whatſoever. 
Magg. Well, one good turn deſerves e that 
was pretty of you again, | | 5 
Barn. And ſo yau— | 
Priſ. Why he ſaid he'd be civil t to me. 
Wagg. Mr. Barnacle, I ſee this affair diſconcerts 
you, but things are not ſo bad, as to be paſt mend- 
ing dare ſwear, this young fellow will be glad to 
marry her, and in ſpite of what ſome people may af- 
| fect to think, I maintain a patch is better than a hole 
at any time _ 

Priſ. Oh! yes, I'm ſure he'll marry me, for he 
gave me his promiſe, two or three times. 5 
Barn. Get you gone hufly ! ! 

4 * I knew now, this would be the wy_ e 


Young, and childiſh. 
Sometuhat wildiſh, © 
TN perhaps have done a fault; Lo 
Aud at variance, en 
Miib experience, © 
Little knowledge dearly bought. 


Yet have feeling, 

Let me kneeling, _—© 
Your compaſſion to implore z, 
Pardon now, Sir, 

And I vow Sir, © 
1 will never do we more. 


* 
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 BaRNACLE, PENELOPE. 
Barn. Pray, Sir, take her up ftairs, and ou, 
firrah, get out my ſight. Penelope come hither! 
this girl is ruined—and all the blame will lye upon 
mee... . ee 5 e e ide 
Pen. Upon my word, Sir, it appears very odd, 
J underſtand from her above ſtairs, that no harm 
had happened at all. 1 | | 


Barn. Oh child, ſhe will Tye as faſt as a horſe can 
trot—But now to your affairs—The account you give 


me of the trick you have play'd that old blockhead, 
your father, pleaſes me—But who is this young fel- 


ow—a mercer you ſay— Well —a tradeſman is the 


party I ſhould chuſe for you But is he in good buſi- 
neſs, a ſober, careful young fellow ? and wont he neg- 
lect his ſhop, to run after horſe races, and cock- 


. 


2 


matches. = . : 
' Pen. No, Sir, that I am ſure he wont. 


Barn. And he does not game; ſo much the better - 


I knew a mercer once, that ruin'd. himſelf with lay- 
ing wagers with his next door Neighbour, which 
ſhould ſell moſt in a day. And I deſire you won't hurt 
your huſband by'four extravagance, in cutting off 
- ilk gowns for yourſelf, if you muſt wear ſilk, wait 
till there are a ſufficient number of remnants, and if 
they are of different colours dye them. 
Pen. I ſhall be ſure to take notice Sir. 

Barn. And ſo Molly took the mercer for a lord, 
and his companion the attorney, for a colonel? 
Pen. Ves, truly, Sir, and takes them for the ſame 


ſtill, but as we propoſed to be married this morning, 


I would not diſpoſe of myſelf without your conſent. 
Barn. You ſhall fare' the better for it child—But, 


I fay, Penny, here is another thing you ſhould con- 


ſider—Matrimony, my dear, is like a mouſe trap, it 
is eaſy to 1 into, but hard to get out of; and if you 
| mould ſuffer yourſelf to be decoy'd by a bait - 


Pen. 


— 
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Pen. Sir, I am morally certain that I ſhall never 
have cauſe to repent; I am only afraid the liberty I 
have taken with my father 85 5 
Barn. His folly made it neceſſary- But I muſt now 
go to this officer, and to look for ſome letters which I 


expect to have at the Rainbow in conſequence of an 


advertiſement of mine in the papers to day—bring 
my cloak, hat, and cane — And, I ſay, Penny, be 
careful now, and induſtrious; and faving, above all 
ee 5 
e e, . 
%%% Oooes To. . .. 
Saul regard the main chante, 
5 21 the clink, 55 
the chink, 3 
I the fic to make the buart dance, 
| Honey 5 
Dur money, 
Ve find in theend  __ 
. Bath relation and friend; 


- z 6 


ee beter for worſe: 


ither father, nor mother, 
Mor ſofter, nor brother, © 
Nor uncles, nor aunts, 
* Nor dozens © 


| Of COURINS, af 
Are like @ friend in the purſe, 


? 
* i 


SCENE Iv. 
PEXELOPE, 8 


Pen. * this fine I think was 8 by 
making my uncle our confident, I have ſecured him 
— __ intereſt, and ſhould my father, upon the diſ- 

_— his error, fly into extravagancies, we are 
— with a friend who will be able to. _—_ 
him: for myſelf there is but one 2 take; I muſt 
pretend at firſt, to be as much ſhocked at the diſap- 
pointment as any one: 1 .know-we (hall have a drew 
ful bucricane——dut no matter. q 


The rte e wich Iife 0 part, 
Yet, yet, on hope relies ; | 
And the laſt figh that rends bis heart, 


Bids expettation * 


Hope, like the glimm' ring tapers light, 
Aderns and choirs our way ; 7 
And fill as darker grows the night, 
Enits a oats ray. 


S C ENE 
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Changes to the frreet between Cock NVE x's Bouſe, and 
Miſs La BLoND's. Enter Miſs M. Cock NE x, 


from the ſbop, faninig 22 WAC G Following her. 


' Miſs. M. Lord Colonel you have put me into fach 
Shear, - 
: Wagg, Well madam, heed I ny y any more. 
Mi A. Sir, after what ou have ſaid ready in in 
the houſe, I will not to miſunderſtand your 
meaning; indeed I think the ſooner affairs of this na- 
ture are brought to an eclairciſement, the better; 
tho I know ſome of the ſex like to lead gentlemen on 
Wagg. Why, look you, Miſs Molly, I am a plain 
man, and a ſoldier, and I ſhall only tell you this, 
1 love you; does any one aſk me why, what buſineſs 
is that of theirs ; you are neither young, genteel, nor 
handſome—no matter—there is ſomething about you 
that hits my taſte—Now my lord is going to be mar- 
ried this * what opjection bare you to make 
me happy 
Miſs. M. With regard to perſon, none, Sir. 
Wagg. Madam your moſt- | 
Miſs. M. With regard to aN none, Sir. 
Magg. Why, I can tell you, we are of a damn'd 
good family we come out of South Wales. 
Mifs MH. With regard to fortune, Sir, in an af- 
fair where my heart is concerned, I ſhould not be 
over rigid; however, tho' what you was pleafed-to 
intimate juſt now, about my years, be truth, it is not ſo 
much ſo, but that in conſequence of a union between 
you and me, there might be proſpects of a family— 
Magg. Madam, I tee you are a wiſe woman 
But make yourſelf eaſy, it we have not above ſeven or 
eight ſons, I can diſpoſe of them in the church, and 
the army, and for half a dozen daughters, I have 
intereſt enough to make them maids of honour 
' Miſs M. Well, but colonel, there is another 
| thing: you will pardon me for mentioning it— 
Perhaps you may be given to women — And if after 


I have fixed my affections 


Fage. 


ir 


r 
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Wagg. Madam, by all— a | 
Miß M. Oh, pray, Sir, do not ſwear, you will 

frighten me out of my wits if you ſwear. 

Hag. Well, madam, to oblige you I” won't But 
is, tHere no rival in the caſe ? Come that ſnuff- 
box was a preſent—ſome ſubſtantial raſcal in the city 
here, preſumes upon the merit of a-plumb or two—— « 
.,Miſ5 M. Not at preſent, upon my honour, Sir— 

In the life-time of my papa and mamma, there was a 
gentleman made propoſals, but he was a Jew, and I 
would not hear of it but in caſe of converſion. 
Wagg. Then, madam, let me taſte your ſnuff—and 
ſo you, aſſure me now, that there's no fear of a rival. 
Miſs. MH. Sir, 1 will deal ingenuouſly with * 
I wiſh you had opened your mind to me yeſterday, 
for at preſent I am engaged in a matrimonial negotia- 


tion | PT " | 
Magg. Zounds what is the matter with me —a—a— 
Miſs. M. Sir, are you indiſpoſed? | 
Magg. A=achee—achee! achee. 


Teh thouſand devils take we x, * 
Mas ever man ſo fluſter d; : 
How can you keep ſuch curſed fluff ? 
 *Tas hellebore or muſtard. © 


See, only ſee, 
Acbee, achee, aches; 

To take a pinch _ 

L Fang earths | 

. What fury could provoke me? e 

So plagu d, ſo vex'd— . 3þ-. 
T wiſh the nenkt 

Goes up my noſe may choak me. 


1 SRWS 
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SC ENE VI. 


Ries, Miſs Mori een us % Orv 
CockN EY, SPRUCE, and then Miſs os 
Bron p, as a mad woman. \_ 


Spruce. What ſhall we do, Mr. Cockney ? She tht... 
lows us—— Stand out of the way. | 

La Bh. Thieves ! thieves ! thieves ! 

O. Cock. How now, Miſs Nancy my dear? What! is 
the matter with you? 

La. Ble. Give them me back again, give them me 
back. | 

- O. Cock. My dear we have taken nothing. 

La Bl. Let me ſearch your pockets——Shew me 

your hands I thought one of you had ſtale my wits— 
but I ſee you have none about you Heigh- ho. 
MWagg. See madam, the cruel effects of love. 

L. Bb. How now ! who are you? Hecate or 
Jezebel ? 

Miſs M. Ah! ah she has been bit © by a mad 
dog, the has been bit by a mad dog—I read it in Lloyd's 
Chronicle, Sir—Laſt Wedneſday there was one ran 

down Holborn, that bit a chandler's wife, two charity 
children, and a life-guard's-man. 

O. Cock. Miſs Nancy, my dear, de you know me? 

La Blo. You? Let me look at you a little=Oh 
oh——Yes, yes, I know you wel enough——you 

are old Time with the bald pate — Where is-your 
hour-glaſs, and your ſcythe ?—And who has cut off 
your wings Bean, ere at have lovers to 
do with you ? 

O Cect. This is all on account of my. fon Watty, 
couſin Molly, whom the thinks has forſaken her 
Her aunt tells me ſhe was raging in a terrible man- 
ner, laſt night—The maid tied her hair- behind, put 
on a ſurtout-coat, and call'd herſelf my ſon, and, 
vou would not believe, how all on a ſudden ſhe grew 
as mild as an infant. | 


La Blo, Was you ever in love ? 
0 


| IWage. 
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Magg. Ves by infernal Cerberus, I was; I am in 


5 
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love, Miſs; and I feel myſelf now yarn as mad as 


ou are—Blow winds 


" Afr M. O 


h, pra Colonel— 


La Bl. I was in love once but my 10 was ale, 
falſe, falſe - Vonder is a butter-fly, let me catch it— . 
Softly, Se. a waſp, it is a waſp, it is a waſp. 

Miſs M. Look how ſhe ſtares, ſhe's going to ſnap at 


ſomebody. 


La. Blo. Four alderthen in 2 coach; Ha! ha! 


ha !—And yet cannot help crying when 1 think of 
the poor horſes. 
Spruce. She ſhould be" taken out of the air—give 


me your hand, 
La Blo. What 


OW hot I am? 


my dear, and I will lead you, 
are you a phyſician ? © "Here feel my 
: emp it an ague, or a fever do not you _ 


1 Farewell, Jihad all 190 of caſe, 


The flames upon my witals ſeine; 


bat frange variety of Naur 7 


Cold, cold, as ice; 
And in a trice, 


Now, now, i vary again. 


1 who. there | in ambuſh lies 


But þ 


Tis Cupid I know, 
By his wings and his bow, 


Ard the bandage be wars on his eyes: 


" ſhaft, 


Ab, urchin, your ſmiling 
Is falſe and beguiling 

am his quiver he 

e levels==ſoe, fee, 
He ſhoots und ah me] 


The mou has cp wen me | quite thno. 5 


* 


% LOVE IN TRE CITY. 
SCENE VI. 


is Mor Ev Cock Ex, OLD Cocxns v, 
Free. WSG. | 


Mb M. T heſe are vapours, T was once e troubled 
with them myſelf on the ffriking-in of a raſh; they 
ſhould give her wormwood ſteep d in cherry-brandy ; 
wormwood to be ſure Sir, is a little bitter, but it 8 | 
one of the wholeſomeſt yerbs in the world. 

Wagg. Yes, madam, it's a very fine "» 

Spruce. Shes violently agitated Tee 

agg. And all on account of Maſter Watty. 1 

O. Cocl. Truly, Colonel her aunt tells me ſo— 
And the doctor is of opinion, that nothing will cure 
her, but ſome tenderneſs from the bo I have 
promiſed to ſend him to talk to her---T'o be ſure, be- 
fore this affair, ſhe was a diſcreet model well ſpoken 


= young body as could be, 


: Miſs M. Then you had better let your ſon marry her. 

Spruce. Faith, Mr. Cockney, J ſhould have no ob- 
jection to it, if the young folks had none. 

Wagg. And it is really ten thouſand pities to ſee a 
poor pretty young creature turned u pſide down 

O. Cock), Oh, -olonel, by'no means, I will not hear 
of it at all. 

Miſs. M. But 1 dane * your lordſhip thinks of 
going to church this morning, we are very near the | 
canonical hour, 

O. Cock. My lord, you have ke care of a W - 
23 to deſire I have left every thing to you. 

_ Mr. Cockney, I have taken care. 
| Cock. And, I — your lordſhip will not be dit. 

pleaſed at it, I have: ordered a dinner, and 'invited 0 
few friends, to celebrate the nuptials. 

Hagg. No, no, Mr. n his lordſhip will be | 
very well pleafed. 

O. Cock. I will ſend down my daughter then. 
© Spruce. I ſee, colonel, your chariot is yonder---ſup- 

_ poſe ypu and this lady were to go firſt---I would wil- 
lingly' make as little . as poſſible. 
| '- + SCENE 
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SCENE. VII 
SPRU CE. 


Spruce. At length, thanks to my own addreſs, and 
the folly of my good friends here, our project is brought 
pretty near a conclu{ion ; there is but one turn more 
eceſſary to wind up the machine, and then we will 
Fet it go down with an alarm, which will waken them 

| from their golden dream with a vengeance, 515 


Love is like an ocean wide, 
By outrageous tempeſt toſs'd ; 
Mphere advrnd rous hearts are try „ 
And too often wreck'd and loft. ** © | 
; VE: 3 | . I 2 ö | 2 16 
But the danger daunts not him, | 
I bo with generous paſſion glu; 
Boldly launch'd to fonk or ſwim, 3 g 
As the wind of fortunt blows, ] 
| 
| 
: SCENE 


@ LOVE IN THE CITY; 
SCENE IX, 


Changes to the ha in Cocxney's houſe. Enter 
Ol p Cock N EY,  YounG Cock x Ex, and a 
maid ſervant ; and afterwards, in a herring manners 
"pw PrISCILL A. 


\ 


0. Cut. Come, lend Margery, let us ſos how 3 you 
have ſettled things —— have you duſted well, Aud 
no cobwebs, nor flut's corners Haye you 


ſwept 
put candles in all the ſconces? And ſet the beſt ſet nd 


burnt China on the tea-table. 
J. Cock When we begin to dance, papa, who ſhall 


1 take out for my partner ? 


O. Cock. Miſs puny, to be Jure, child ; I have 
aſked Sir George -and his lady—But what have you 


done in the other chamber, friend Marggry ? I muſt go 


look at that—we ſhould have card tables there. 
Priſ. Oh Lord, fee here, if 1 haye not tore my 


own. 


8 Cock, I am glad of it. | 


Priſ. And why are you _ ? 
J. Cock. Becauſe | am, who ſent for you up flairs ? 
Priſ. Why, your uncle Barnacle deſi red'me to come 


Ss. 


Y. Cock. My uncle Barnacle, I do not believe it. 
Priſ. I am ſure but he did tho', he call'd a bit a 


gone at the ſhop, and ſaid, he'd be here himſelf pre- 


ſently. 

Y. Cock. Well, if you dine with us, you hal! 
not ſtay in the evening to dance. 
Priſ. 1 will, if I like it. 

Y. Cock. You ſhan't, 

Priſ. Maſter Watt, have you been to ſee Miſs is 
Blond. yet? She's gone mad for love of you: I am 


ſure you ought to marry her. 


. Cech. I am ſure I won't thoe'——]1I would ſooner 
let her go to Bedlam. 
Priſ. Ecod, I * ſhe is only making game. 


= Cock 
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J. Cock. 1 think you have a great deal of impu- 
dence to ſpeak to me, after your behaviour. _ 
Priſ. I think you have a great deal of impudence to 
tell me ſo, but there's a gentleman that will teach you 
to know your diſtanee, you paltry, dirty grocer. 
T. Cock, Ah, ſpite ! Ed 15 e ii 
V. Cock. Furious ill like a cat, | 
_  S8qualeing, biting, . ſcratching ; 
Or yet what's worſe than that, 


Al. ſerpent miſchief hatching. 


Priſ. What you ſay to me, Sir, 
| Is not worth remarking ; 
For every little cur, : 
Mie know will be barking. 
Y. Cock. There's a lady—Ob la, 
Priſ. You'd be glad to trap her; 
Y. Cock. Hho 1? ee OG 
Priſ. Tes, you. 5 
F. Cock. | | b Ma, Nya. 
Priſ. Conceited whipper-ſnapper. 
Both. Say your worſt, ' 
Fret till you burft, 
Only Iry, 


' Which youor 1 "i 
Vill be tired firfl. 


'" SCENE 
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6 LOVE IN THE CITY: 


SCENE X. 


in Vounc \Gornney ;- Sree; 


BannAcLE, with @ large bundle 1 letters, and 
afterwards OLD CocKkNEy. | 


. Born Come: in, Sin. go on that fide of the. 3 
ou pleaſe u — our 
— huſly. N 122 4 ET 

O. Cock. Friend Margery. : 

Barn. Oh! Nic, you ſee 5 am come here without 
being aſked—it ſeems you have ſtole a wedding uport 
me; why did'ſt not thee let me know it, man? I 
might have added e ae. to thy daughter's portion. 

O. Cock, It was his lordſhip's deſire, brother, that 
J ſhould keep it ſecret. 

Barn. His g | What then thee haſt marricl 
thy daughter ? 

O. Cack. To a nobleman—brother, 1 hope you 
won't take it a miſs? _ 

Barn. Not I, truly — but is he an earl or a viſcount, or, 
only a ſimple baron ?—Ah! Nic, Nic, thou wilt prove 
a fool I fear in the end—Come hither you Sir, hold this 
parcel of letters for me—it is what my advertiſement 
brought me in three hours Let me ſee—here is one 
ſealed with a thimble That ſhould. be from ſome ſuper- 


annuated ſempſtreſs ; at all events, I will put it into 


the left hand pocket TwWo doves billing that ſhould 
be ſomething pretty—I am a gentlewoman come to 
misfortunes—and I believe I ſhould be à gentleman 
come to misfortunes, if I had any thing to ſay to 
you In with the other—Here's one ſeal d with the 
pipe of a key; another with a piece of ſmoaky ſealing- 
wax, and a wet thumb But what have we here Sure 
I ſhould know this hand - ſtay a little—hum! hum 
This is right, this is excellent; Oh, oh, oh, ho, I 
would not but this had happened for a hundred pounds ! [ 


So lay thoſe letters aſide, here's company. 


/ Wo 
S N E. MN | 
Younc Cocxnty, BARNACLE, PRISCILLA, 
- S1IGHTLY, . SPRUCE,. WaGG, PENELoPE, 


Miſs La BLond, OLD Cockwnety, and Miſs 
MOLLY COCKNEY. Ge Ee 


F. Cock. Here's my ſiſter, and the lord, ſhe's mar- 
ried to, ſtand out of the way, Miſs Priſſy. | | 
Priſ. Stand out of the way, yourſelf. 5 
Barn. Be quiet you devils——gentlefolks walk | 
in Penny, my dear I wiſh you joy: your ſervant f 
my lord; your ſervant Miſs Molly what is the mad 
woman here to ON 
Miſs M Oh heaven's, my lady, he's drunk again— | 
J am afraid he will commit ſome new brutality——— « | 
Couſin Nic, coufin Nic, | | 5 | 
Barn. Captain, ſtep this way if you pleaſe, and | 
you young ſuccubus—Come, pray range yourſelves in I | 
order : for I have ſomething to ſay to every one of — 
you; but let me ſee for my paper of memorandums, | | 
where I have your names and titles exactly ſet down, | 
that I may take you according to your quality. | 
O. Cock. Brother, what are you going to do ? | 
Barn. Never fear Nic, only going to act as maſter | | 
of the ceremonies, afid firſt for you, Sir—My memo- | 
| 
| 
| 


« randum tells me, that your name is Charles Sightly, 
lieutenant in I know not what regiment of foot, that 
you have ſeduced this girl— + 

Prif. Well, why don't you ſpeak? Yes, he has. | — 
Barn. In a word, Captain, I am informed my | 
hopeful ward here, has paſs'd the night at your lodg- | | 

ings Anſwer me upon your Fronour, is it ſo | 
or not; for in that caſe I muſt een give hep to 7 
ou. „ | ' | 
Sight. You aſk me upon my honour. 
Bark. A 3c: N 1 
Sight. Then Sir, I will not give it in a falſhood ſor 
my intereſt; the young lady has not paſs'd the night 

with me, but we agreed ſhe ſhould ſay fo, in order a 

ancline you to our marriage. ny 


/ K . 
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whom does my memorandum dire& me next 
thoſe gentlemen I believe— 


your mouth, preſently, I fay pretended 


again, 


66 LOVE IN THE CITY: 


Priſ. Oh you fool, 

Barn. Hold — our * ue impudence—You are a 
brave young fellow, I believe; my own relations don't 
deſerve her money ( *. as to herſelf, I only conſider her 
as a clog in the bargain) becauſe they ſtrove to cheat 
me out of it; therefore I give her to you. | 

Priſ. Oh my dear guardian! 

Barn Let me hear no more of you—Hold, to 
To 
—and it tells me, Sir, that 
War name is William Spruce, and yours Thomas 

1 - 

; Vea, verily, thoſe are our names. | 

Barn. The one a pretended Jord, the other a pre- 
tended Colonel. 

O. Cock. How ! 

Miſs M. Pretended, a pretended lord ! Ha, ha, ha. 

Barn. I ſhall make you laugh at the other ſide of 
But in 


reality a young mercer, and an attorney's clerk, who 


have impoſed upon your ignorance and credulity, and 
a 3 may thank heaven you did not fall into worſe 


ands. 
O. Cock. Is this truth 5 
Pen. And muſt I be comfined Aill to a counter, 
ſhall J never ride in my own coach, keep an afſem- 
bly, and be call'd her Jadyſhip ? 2 
Wagg. Gentlemen and ladies, I perceive my com- 
panion here is ſo ſtruck with amaze upon this occaſion, 
that he has loſt the faculty of ſpeech, I will therefore 
be ſpokeſman for him—and I fay, madam, you ſhall 
moſt certainly ride in your own coach, keep an a 
bly, and be call'd her ladyſhip. | | 
"Miſs MV. Look you there, Sir. 
Wagg. Fhat is to ſay, if evet my friend comes to be 


lord mayor; but at preſent, I confeſs, we. are what 


that gentleman has reported us, a couple of counter- 


feits, his excuſe is love for your mine friendſhip for | 


him. 


O. Cock. I _ never be able to ſhew my face | 
Miſe Me 


A COMIC OPERA 8 

2 12 You are a couple of infernal villains, and 
I will have you proſecuted. | 

Barn, Hold, hold, madam, it is your turn now; 
Pray do you ever go a huſband hunting ou muft 
know good folks, a friend of mine out of a joke, 
| advertiſed yeſterday for a wife, it has brought him 
above two hundred letters, and among others, one 
from this withered harradan, here it is, you ſhall hear 
it. 

Miß . They ſhall not hear it! I. is none of my 
2 1 BR ſwear to my letters, and I will have 
you in icted for forgery.—I will as I hope to be ſaved. 


— ww 
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SCENE the Las r. 


Younc CockNE NY, BARNACILE, PRrISCilt a, 
- SIGHTLY, SpRUcE,| WAGG, PENELoept, 

Miſs La BLIND, OLD CockNnevy, and gentlemen 
| and ladies. 1 3 


Barn. Get you gone, you ridiculous old and 
now, I think, there is but one more I have to 
queſtion, which is you, Miſs, is it true that you 
went mad for love of that ſhotten herring yonder ? 
La Ble. Na, Sir, it is not truth indeed; but I 
was ridiculous enough to play that farce in hopes to 
bring him to what I thought would be doing me 


juſtice: however, I am heartily aſhamed of my folly, 


and come here on purpoſe to confeſs, and beg pardon 
for it. | Ta | 
Barn. Hark you, child, I know your family, and 
your bringing up Do you think if a huſband was 
thrown in your way, old enough to be your father, 
that old Nic would not tempt you to—you under- 
ftand me— | | 
La Blo. Sir, I think I ſhould make him a good 
wife. + Ip | | 
Barn. Says't thou ſo my girl, why then I will 
marry you myſelf to-morrow morning Ladies, 
and gentlemen, you are all heartily welcome—— 
Pray ſalute the young bride and bridegroom, and be 

as merry as muſic and good cheer can make you. 


Spruce» With pleaſure I the Lord forego, * 
| Mile thus my fair careſſing : | 
 T envy neither wealth nor ſhaw, 

Nor ought the peer's poſſeffing : 

True happineſs alike popes, 2» 

On ev'ry lation, ev'ry fate, 

Below, above; "tis faithful love, 

And virtue makes our bleſſmg. 


| La Blond, 
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La Blond. 


v. Cock. 


| Sight. 


Wagg. 


Hlear City youths this 
is worthy well attending; 
O go not on your precious time, 


That charm ſecure, will long endure, 


'S 6g 


Here Sir, receive your willing wife, 
To church you need but hand me 
Suſpicion wounds the married life, 
Confide in, and command me. 


7 antient huſband's, girls be good, 


Remember jointur d widow-haod ; 


That time may come and then—But mam, 


He ben yon andarſtand m. 


- 
* 


Hendl rhime, 


- 
— 


In vain delights mifpending : 

Bucks, bloods and ſmarts, reform your ways, 
Leave dancing, wenching, gaming, plays ; 
Firſt get the caſh, then cut a flaſh, 

Nor be a aſhamed of mending © © © 


] have been naughty I confeſs, 


But now you need not doubt it, 
I mean my follies to redreſs, 
And ſtrait will ſet about it; 


is modęſi feweetneſs gives the grace, 


Ta birth to fortune and to ace, 


x 


And all is vain without it. 
And now our, ſcenic taſt is done 


| This comes of courſe you know, Sirs, 


We drop the maſk off o one ; 


And fland in ſlatu- quo, Sirs : + 


Your antient friends and ſervants ue 


Who humbly wait for your decree ;; 


One gracious ſmile, to crown our toil; 


And happy let us go, Sirs, _ 
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BrowNE, Eſq. SECOND EDITION, Price 2s. 6d. 
| 14 AN 


7 Dx. Johxsox's Dictionary, TaixD ED 


9 


; 4 
BOOKS Printed for W. CAIrPIx. 


a4 All the LAWS relating to Bxewzrs, Ixx- 
KEEPERS, and PuBIIcANSs, Price 28. | 


15 Every MAN HIS OWN PHYSICIAN. SIXTH 
EDITION. By J. THEoBALD, Author of the, 
ME DULLAMEDICINÆ. Compiled at the De 
fire of his Jate Royal Highneſs the Duke of Cv 2 


BERLAN D. Price 28. 


16 The VouN WIPE's Gurpz, in the Phyſical 
Management of her CHILDREN. By the ſame 
Author, price 18. 6d. "i 


17 LrrrERS on the FoxckE of Bra PINS 
in PREGNANT WoMEN, Price 2.8. 


18 REFLEXIONS on ſome of the SusJtcrTs in D1s- 
PUTE, between the Author of the DIVIN E 
LEGATION of Mos Es, and Dr. Low TH, 
Price 28. 64. 5 


19 A SHORT View of the PoLITICAL Lara PR 
TRANSACTIONS of a late Right Honourable 
CommoneR. Price 2s. Second EDITION. 


* 
OBSERVATIONS on AFFAIRS in IRELAND, 
from the SETTLEMENT, to the preſent TIME. 
By Nic Hor as, Lord Viſcount TAAFFE, Price 
1. Di 


21 The C1818 of AMERICA. Price 1 s. | 
22 CALISTA:. Or, the the INJURBD BEAUTY. 


A PoE M. Price 18. 


2 The PERIIS of PogeTRY. By Mr. sco nr, 
Fellow of TRINITY- COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 


24 The AUTHORS ; ; a Porm, By 5 Hayes, 
Eſq- Price 18. 6d. | | 


25 Mo!Ly WHITE, or the BRIDE BE Wirchzp. 
By D. KEITx, Efq. Price 1s 6d. q 


26 Hix AM, or the SECRETS of FREE MaAsonay, 


Price 28. 
PLAYS. | 


Books Priued for W. Grier, . 8 

; . 7; PLAYS, OPERAS, and FARCES. TRY 
* The EART of Warwick, a TRAGEDY, the 

8 ... THIRD, EDIT 10N. Price 18. 6d. ö 


0 17 


The PepPLEXITIES, a CoME D Y, Altered- from 
Took zs ee of N neun. 
Price 1 8. 6 d. hy 


29 are A bunter Price 1 8. 

30 The ſame i in a | )PERA, Price 1s. 6 d. 

31 The Caprich vs Lovers: An OrrxA. IS. 6d, 
32 The ſame i in a FARCE. Price BY, © EE, 
33. The Aeccoum ien Mai. An Orxra. | 


The following Pieces by the AvTHor of this Orr. | 


30 The Pr AI DrAlERR, 2 Comedy, Sxconn 
Ebirion. Price 18. 6d. „ M's 


35 Lovz in a V. rbb A Comic Oven. The | - 
TWELFTH DITION, | Price 18. 6 d. . 


The Marp of the Mii, a Comic Oren A. * 
Sixrn Ev3T1on. Price Is. 6d. 


7 Thomas and SALLY. A Musrcal rener, 
A New EDITION. Price {Aa Deg 
38 Darnne AND Aux rot A d New * 
- XDIT10N. TERS! RP 


| 39 The — off ee. . TWO 0 
VoLUmMEs. Price n Selected by. Orivzn, 
2 Gora 11 U. hs 


49 MIL ix AR 5 of 88 
tranſlated from the Original Latin, with Notes“ 
By Lieutenant CLARK k 


5 41 APN DART; OR on Painting. | | Addreft 8 
=: Ios h UA RREYNOL Ds, Eſq. N i 
= 42 * an ORATORIS. | Price IS. Wo 


— 


